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ADVERTISEMENT. 



The following attempt at an English version of 
Faust, in rhyme, was completed before the writer 
was aware, that he had been anticipated, either 
by Mr. Blackie, or Mr. Symes. The appearance, 
therefore, of a third translation, so soon after the 
publication of those two Gentlemen's labors, 
might be thought as presumptuous, as the expe- 
riment, under any circumstances, is hazardous ; 
were it not evident, that ample room is still left 
for farther competition. The world, in all proba- 
bility, will have to wait long, before it sees a 
clear, and undistorted image of this extraordinary 
, Poem reflected in a different idiom. 



VI ADVERTISEMEXT. 



:*Fr(«ia Mr. Hayward's* excellent prose Tenskm^ 
and most valuable notes, the present wiiter has 
deiived very important assistance : for the volttme 
has eiiabled him to correct more than one errors 
inta which ihe had fallen, partly, perhaps, from the 
circumstance (^ his having had no access to books 
of reference, or other guide than the bare text of 
(Joethe. In the few trifling instances, in which 
he has ventured to differ from Mr. H. he has done 
so with diffidence. Nor must he omit to express 
his obligations to a Gentleman, so. conversant with 
the: niceties of. the German latnguage> as Mr. 
Boileau; who, besides, appears to hftve made 
Faust his particular study. Mr. Boileau has had 
the kindness, . to go through the whole of the 
Poem, with the writer, carefully comparing the 

* Mr. Hayward has most obligingly allowed tlie Translator 
to make what use he pleased of the information contained in 

his Notes ; of which permission he would avail himself to a 

"■'''. " "i b'7.; •-/• •■ ■■ .■';;■ . ■ i<' V'vi'^'i*i ■f- '. ' 
greater extent, than he has done ; dia he Tiof' consider that 

Geh tliefoan's Work 'to be an' indispensable cotnp^iiion to all, 

wh*>' would oht?tin a proper knowledge of Faiilrt. • . ' ■ , 
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translation with the origioal. It ms i undee Ihis 
sahctioD, too, that the Intermezzo is omittedtu'i 
' A word with regard to the manneT ioh^^ieb 
this vCTHon has been executed^ The twelirknowQ 
pteoept'of Horace, on the subject of translation^ 
his been generally accepted, by the best judges^ 
&s a safe nile, in such matters; supported as k is 
by the example of Tuily. Among the ModemBi 
although Dryden furnishes the Translator with 
excellent instructions in his art, it will hardly be 
denied, that he has frequently been guilty of too 
grfeftit a laxity, in his own practice. Dr. Johnsoil; 
iH'oommentingon thecelebiated lines of Denlia,Dii 
begjiimiDg; ■ ■■■i •'' ji.rt> ■i.,in.ifr|.-/f Aui tnuaH 

t« Tbat Bervile. path thouncfbly dost decHsefl'^ni^ adl 

,. " Of tracinE" word by word, and line by line." ,, 

Ollj i;ni I " ■^ ■'".-// .iUKfH 

thus expresses himself—" He (Denham) appears 
'* to have been one of the first, that understood 
" the necessity of emancipating translation from 
'* the , drudgery of counting lines, and interpre- 
'iJiBg , single words. How much this seryjle. 
practice obscui'ed the cleaiest, juid deformed the 
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" most- beautiful parts of ancient Authors,- majc 
" be discovered, by a perusal of oar earliet' 
iff versions ; some of which are the works of Men 
'^liwelJ qualified, not only by critical knowledge, 
.J^rbut by a poetical genius; who, yet, by'^ 
/.iiwistaken exactness, degraded, at once, thitt 
". Griginala, and themselves." To this may l» 
added the opinion of Addison, given in one of hiA 
Tatlers, that it is the business of a Translafi^ 
(among other requisites) to " express himself by 
" such phrases, as his Author would probabFy 
^" Aav«made use of, had he written in the language 
'i^fiptp. which he is translated." Further on, in 
^^e,,eapie Paper, after sanctioning the occasioniU 
i.additmi' of a " lucky word," or even *' a short 
.circumstance," he observes, that a Translator, who 
,,doe5 not consider the different ''Genius of die 
.^■5iij»i)guages, in which he is concerned, with wlefi 
,i"vP^iiallel terms of thought, and expression;' ^bi 
.^aijcqrreepojid with one another, in both of them, 
i-,J;(to^y, lvalue- himself on being a faithful inter- 
,,",jpreter,, hut, in works of wit arrd humour, will 
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i^^nevefxdo^ Justice to his Author or credit 



The citation of the foregoing auUiorities, in 

support of the compensatory method of transla- 

tingt might have appeared worse than superfluous, 

at the present day ; were it not for certain opinions, 

recently insinuated, of a diiFerent compleidbn; 

. and that, too, with reference to translations fWMii 

tile German ; which, above all others, seeofiL: to 

.claim the fullest latitude of indulgence. The 

German language is, at once, so compreh^isive, 

flesible, and elastic, in its character, that it is 

iiequally capable of the greatest expansion, oi^eom- 

1 'pressure; and thus easily moulds itself into the 

■fomaos of otiier languages; whilst it admits erf i 

certain modes of expression, so peculiar, and 

sometimes apparently so capricious, as to defy all 

I ] attempts, on the part of a Translator, to produce , 

. an .exact imitation. German writers, moreover, 

qlaim the privelege, not only of creating new 

compounds, at pleasure^ but of varying the import 

of those already in use; and so arbitrary is their 
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dominion over ellipsis, that some amplification isl 
often necessary, to render the meaning intelligible* 
in another tongue. A degree of embarrassment ma)l ' 
even arise from the circumstance, that the Germaja 
is, properly speaking, an independent, substantiise 
language, deriving and modelling it's compounda 
exclusively from it's own resources, audi owing 
nothing to extraneous admixture ; unlike those 
European dialects, which have borrowed largelyi 
from the Latin. ,, 

The present Writer has, accordingly, eudea-r, 
vored to collect the spirit of his Author's meaningj 
without confining himself to a mere verbal interi-j 
pretation, or attempting to furnish an exact ecfaih ' 
to the almost endless variety of measures,, emh i 
ployed in the Original ; however graceful theyi 
may be in themselves : still less has he thought ^ 
finding equivalents, in kind, for the female rhyme^ I 
(or, -as we caU them, double endings) which sQi 
abound in- the German language, and are compa-n 
ratively so rare in our own. 
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- FAifWT; a« a National Poem, has been the idol 
of Germany, for more than half a century; bntif 
long excited an additional interest among her ftiett' 
of letters; from certain latent tendencies, ■ of ' a' 
moral, philosophical, and even religious descrip- 
tion ; which it was pretty generally thought U> 
contain ; and which have, from time to time, given 
rise to much, and various speculation. It may, 
nevertheless, be now reasonably doubted, whe ' 
ther Goethe really had any reserved purpose,' 
OF' deeper meaning, than appears on the surface. 
If h«' ever had such a reservation, he has kept 
the secret entirely to himself— if not, we may sup-' 
pOsfc'him to have derived no small amusement, frtmil 
the different topics of controversy, innocently 
furnished by the book. To the present Tran- 
slator, at least, the latter supposition has always 
appeared the most probable ; and that Goethe^ 
merely selected the fiible of Faust, as a conve- 
nieajt channel, for the sallies of a highly exdursivb^ 
' fancy, influenced by a very peculiar course of' 




reading, wliich had powerfully attracted his r 
in early life. 

To the few, who, not entering into the general 
conception of the Poem, might be startled by the 
apparent boldness 'of many passages contained itt | 
it, a word or two of explanation may not be ami*'. 
Goethe was very far from intending :to exhibit J 
any thing like irreligious ■ leVity. This extra«*L 1 
dinaty Production, it must be recollected! "Oi^ I 
founded upon an old Puppet show, which repi^ 1 
sented the popular story of Faust; and it w^ ' 
com|>osed upon tlie model of one of those Scenic 
Exhibitions, so frequent in the infancy of the 
Modem Drama; in which not only the Powerafl 
Darkness, and the Angelic Virtues, but the Deil^ J 
himselfwas familiarly introduced upon the stagA ] 
In such a composition, the Spirit of Evil must b* I 
expected to s|>eak in character ; and it necessariljf J 
fell within the scope of the Author's design, to 
invest Faust with all the learning, or what was 
called such, of the period, at which he is supposed I 
to have lived, including the reveries of the Cabaltfji 
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Astrology, Necromancy, Theurgy, Demonology, 
and the Pantheistic System; which latter Theory, 
ju pai-ticular, many of the most orthodox among 
the learned are known to have favored. Even at 
3 later period, we have the rhapsodical Theosophy 
of Jacob Boehm (or Behmen, as he is generally 
kiallediin England) translated into English^ by 'b6 
J«»B a person than William Law, the author of the 
>•" Serious Call to a Holy Life," and the Work, 
entitled " Christian Perfection ;" who characterizes 
JBoehm, as the "strongest, the plainest, the most 
" open, ialeliigible, mvakejtmg, convincifig Writer 
that ever was." Faust, therefore, is merely de- 
scribed, as cherishing the feelings, and speaking 
th6. 1 language, of an enthusiastic Empiriek of his 
.d^t^ aKd the supernatural machinery, employed 
in the: Poem, is introduced, for the purpose of il- 
lu^itrating the wild delusions, which, at that time, 
fiG powerfully occupied the minds of men. Nor 
niustit be forgotten, that the higher the aspirations 
pf a, Visionary, like Faust, were made to soar, the 
mqxiB. galling would be bis disappointment at their 
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failure, and the greater the probability of his turn- 
ing, with disgust, from the cultivation of all human 
knowledge, as an 'utterly unprofitable pursuit. It 
isyt therefore, in a paroxysm of despair, occasioned 
by such 'disappointment, that he is entrapped iftto 
the fatal bargain with Mephistopheles; vainly 
expecting to find consolation, for his wounded 
spirit, 'in the unshackled* enjoyment of sensual 
gratifications, for which he was, as t^ell by hispte- 
'Vious' habits, as by natural . temperament, wholly 
disqualified^ 



{■ \ .•: 



Hampton Court, 
June, 1834. 






POSTSCRIPT. 



A few sheets of this Work were struck off, as 
early as last July ; but the Writer was advited to 
suspend the printing of it, till NovembCT ; that 
being considered a more favorable Season for pub- 
lication. When he was, accordingly, about to 
proceed with it, in November, a translation of 
Faust, from the pen of Mr. Anster, was announced, 
as already in the Press. This occasioned the fur- 
ther delay, which has since taken place ; < the 
Translator having been desirous to give precedence 
to Mr. Anster; but that Gentleman's announce- 
ment not having been repeated during the last 
three months, he now ventures to come forward 
with his own version. 

He has to regret that he did not allow himself 
the advantage of a general revise ; as he now 
perceives several necessary corrections. A few 
will appear in the Notes, and among the Errata. 

March 2\st, 18.35. 
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Ye wavering shapes ! I feel ye come again^ 
Even as ye showed to my dim sight of yore ! 
Shall I your steps now venture to detain ? 
Or will my heart the dreams of youth restore ? 
Still ye press on ! — Well — be it so ! Maintain 
Your empire, as thro' mist and clouds ye soar ! 
Again my breast with youthful transport glows^ 
Caught from the charmed air, that round ye flows ! 

The types of joyous days ye re-convey ; 

And many cherished Shades again draw near : 

Like to an ancient^ half-forgotten lay, 

First Love, and Friendship, in their train appear ! 

B 
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Pain is renewed — Life's labyrinthine way 
prief shall re-tread, thro' many a tedious year, 
Naming those friends, cheated, by Fortune's spite, 
Of their fair hours — long vanished from my sight ! 

They shall not welcome the forthcoming song — 
Those souls, for whom my first essays were wrought ! 
Mouldered to dust the dear approving tbrong, 
Alas, their faintest echo lingers not ! 
To unknown crowds my verse must now belong, 
Whose very praise is sickness to my thought ! 
For all, who, cheered my Muse's early birth, 
(If any live !) are scattered o'er the earth ! 

A long, unwonted yearning seizes me. 
To court that solemn, silent. Spectre-reign ! 
Like Eol's harp, now, vague, and fitfully. 
Tremble the chords of my soft whispering strain ! . 
I shudder ! as my tears flow fast and free — 
My heart vnll melt — spite of its cold disdain ! 
All I possess seems in the distance cast — 
For my realities lie in the past ! 
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PROLOGUE ON THE STAGR 



MANAGER. — STAGE-POET. — CLOWN. 



MANAGER. 

I ask you both, who oft, in time of need. 

Have faithfully stood by me, just to say, 

If you approve our enterprise, to day. 

Or think in Germany it will succeed ? 

I to the public fain would pleasure g^ve ; 

Because their motto is — '' Live and let live." 

The posts are up, the planks laid, of our house 

And to enjoy a treat now all prepare. 

In mute suspense, and with high-arched brows. 

They watch for something that will make them stare ! 

I know what winning arts, above the rest. 

Take with the mob, yet now well nigh despair! 

True — ^they are not accustomed to the best. 

But then they all have read a frightful deal ! 

How shall we manage matters ? — ^for I feel, 

b2 
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Whate*er we give them must be new, 

Significant, and yet diverting too. 

I love to see the many, I confess, 

When to our booth they, in a torrent, rush, 

And, through the ever undulating press. 

Panting and puffing, squeeze and push. 

To clear the narrow passage to the door — 

By daylight, too ! — for 'tis not yet quite four — 

Elbowing each other, how they fight their way. 

To see who first shall reach the place of pay ! 

As in a famine, round a baker's stall, 

The people press for bread, they all 

So wrangle for a ticket still. 

Risking their necks! Who works this miracle 

On such a chequered mass? — Who, but the Poet 

Then be it thine, my friend, this day, to show it! 

POET. 

Name not to me the motley throng, 

At sight of whom affrighted Genius flies ! 

Hide — hide the waving Bedlam from my eyes. 

That to its vortex hurries us along ! 

No! lead me to that sacred, calm recess; 

There, where alone Bards may]^true bliss command 

Where Love and Friendship still create, and bless 



The best gifts of the heart with heavenly hand! 

Ah ! the mpt thoughts, there, from the boisom wrung— 

The half-formed snatches, tremhling on the tongue — ■ 

Some blossoniin)^, while others fade away — 

AH are absorbed by the wild moment's sway ! 

Oft, only when 't has worked its way for years. 

The matter in a perfect form appears. 

What merely shines is only bom to die — 

The sterling lives for all Posterity! 

CLOWN. 

I hate that word — that same " Posterity !" 
To talk of it suppose myself should try. 
Who'd make diversioti for the present day? 
Have it they must, and will — whate'er you say! 
The mere appearance of a lad of spirit, 
I think, must always have some merit. 
He, who himself agreeably imparts, 
Beneath the mob's ill humour never smarts. 
In a fall audience he is most at home. 
Because he shakes it with the greater 
Would you display a model how to please. 
Take heart! Let Fancy, with her lyrics come — 
Add Pathos, Passion, Sentiment, and Reason; 
Yet, lei your mess a spice of Folly season. 



*1 
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MANAGER. 

Buty above all things, let them have enough. 

They come to stare — their leading impulse still! 

Before their eyes spin out sufficient stuff; 

So that of gaping they may have their fill. 

Thus gaining for yourself a broader scope, 

To be the people's idol you may hope. ^ 

You rule the many by the mass alone; 

He, who brings much, will bring to many a one: 

Each picks up something for himself, at least; 

Thus all go home contented from the feast. 

Who gives a piece in fragments, sure to please is; 

With such a hash they'll best be satisfied ; 

The banquet, then, not only spread with ease is. 

But is a world more easy to provide. 

In vain the Bard a finished whole submits — 

The house is sure to tear it all to bits! 

POET. 

Ye feel not what a clumsy job 'twould be — 
A master's hand, Ob, how it would disgrace! 
These modem coxcombs' trumpery, I see. 
Holds in your judgment, sirs, too high a place. 

MANAGER. 

This keen reproach in vain on me is spent: 



Who knows his trade, and wisely follows it. 

Will always cboose the fittest instrumeul. 

Remember what soft wood yoa have to split: 

And to please whom it is, that you compose. 

One to the play-house, from mere tedium, goes ; 

Another, to digest a loaded feast: 

Of all our torments this is not the least. 

That many go from reading the Reviews. 

They flock to us as to a Masquerade, 

And all attention to the Scene refuse. 

Prompted by Curiosity alone ! 

The ladies come, their fioery to parade, 

And half our work by them is gratis dune. 

Why dream ye of a Poet's lofty flight '. 

Why doth a crowded House ye so delight f 

A little nearer view your patrons, pray. 

And yon will soon perceive how they 

Are one half dolts — the rest indifferent. 

On cards the thong;hts of one are bent — 

Another's on a doxy, in whose arms 

He means to pass the night ; — poor fools ! to choose. 

For suck, to overwork the gentle Mnse ! 

But would you learn what most the rabble charms, 

I tell you, give them plenty — plenty — plenty ! 
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By this your point your're sure to gain ; 

To mystify their senses should content ye — 

To satisfy tfaem you may seek in vain. 

But what comes o'er you — is't delight, or pain I 

POBT. 

Go hence, and seek you oat some other slave ! 

What ! shall the poet his high charter waive 1 

Man's proadest right which Nature gave to him, 

Sport with, to please your idle whim ? 

By what is't, that all hearts he sways — 

The very elements in fetters lays \ — 

Is't not the concord that from out his bosom springs, 

And draws within his soul all earthly things ? 

When Nature's ever-lengthening skein. 

At random, she around her spindle throws — 

When all discordant atoms strain, 

A hateful jangle to compose — 

Who bids them flov in smooth, unbroken lines. 

Infusing life, and training them to songj — 

Who with the general hymn the single note combines J 

As, in full harmony, it swells along, 

To Passion's rage who grants the storm to rise '. — 

Who bids the soul with Eve's warm blush to glow! — 

Who from Spring's lap her choicest ilowers supplies. 
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er his beloved's path to strow! — 
Who is't from valueless green leaves delights. 
For Merit's brow, a deatLlesa wreath to braid '. — 
Who gains Olympus.'— tFAo tlie Gods unites? — 
Man's noblest impulse in tlie Bard displayed ! 

CLOWN. 

Employ that impulse, and your work contrive. 

Even as yon would a love adventure drive. 

By accident the parties meet — 

They feel — they linger, side by side. 

Till the entanglement is quite complete ! 

Success now flatters, and is now denied ; 

Joy first exults — then pangs abound — 

*Tis a romance, ere you can well turn round ! 

So would I have our play. But thrust your baud 

Deep into human life. Few understand 

That life, indeed ; — tho' it is what all live : 

Seize where you may, some interest 'twill give. 

Weaving your motley web, be not too clear ; 

And, with much falsehood, let a spark of truth appear. 

Snch is the best brewed mixture, yon will find, „^ 

Both to refresh and edify mankind. ,,^ 

to your booth the Dower of Youth will pour, 

• th' unfolding mystery to devour ; — 
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Then from your work each gentle soul and good 
Sucks for itself some melancholy food ;— 
Now this — now that emotion you impart, 
And each is taught the secret of his heart ; 
While they, alike prepared to weep, or laugh. 
Admire your fustian — call your tinsel line — 
Old birds, 'tis true, will not be caught with chatf ; 
But unformed taste will deem the whole divine ! 

POKT. 

Restore to me those golden times. 
While yet the Man within was forming — 
Fresh from their fount, when new-bom rhymes 
Were ceaseless o'er my fancy swarming ; 
Whilst o'er my World a mist still hung. 
And budding Nature promised fair ; 
E\'en as I ranged the vales atnong, 
Plucking a thousand wild flowers there- 
Wealthy enough, of nought possest. 
Panting for truth, yet in delusion blest ! 
Let me unchained those feelings prove. 
That lent a joy, tho' fraught with pain ; 
Hate's energy, the might of Love — 
Give me my Youth again ! 
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CLOWN. 

Youth, my good friend, you may in battle need, 

Amidst the shock of war's alarms ; 

Nor comes it much amiss, indeed. 

When round your neck cling Beauty's arms ! — 

Or on the race-course, when the prize. 

At the far goal, allures your^yes. 

And calls upon your utmost speed ; — 

Or after the hot waltz's giddy round. 

When with the circling bowl the night is crowned ! 

Your task it is, old Sirs, the lyre to sweep. 

With grace and spirit, while you keep. 

Thro' all your varying chords, one settled aim — 

Such is your province ; and for this ye claim 

Our praise and thanks — ^for Time leads not the old 

To second childhood, as we're told — 

He finds us children, and he leaves us so. 

MANAGER. 

Come, no more words — ^but let us something do; 
This bandying compliments will nought produce : 
To talk of readiness where now the use ? 
Who hesitates will ne'er be in the vein. 
You pass yourselves for poets on the land ; 
Then Poetry you should command. 
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Give what we want ; for it is plain 

You know it well — strong drink, I say — 

'Tis time your brewing were begun ; 

For that, which is not done to-day, 

To-morrow will be left undone. 

Let not a day escape : the bold 

Will by the forelock seize the possible : 

Once caught, he never will let go his hold — 

Even if he would, the work will not stand still. 

You know, upon our German boards, 
Each rides his hobby hor&e, at will. The house affords 
A rich variety of scenery — 
Spare not, to-day, our best machinery : 
Heaven's great and lesser Lights ye may command. 
And of the stars be lavish as ye please. 
Fire, water, beasts, and birds are all at hand. 
With a good store of rocks and trees. 
In short, thro' this our narrow, wooden shed, 
I'd have you freely all Creation spread: 
From Heaven you may set out, and, with safe speed. 
Thro' Earth to Hell you boldly may proceed! 
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PROLOGUE IN HEAVEN. 



THE LORD THE HEAVENLY HOST. 

(Afterwards) mephistopheles. 
(The three Archangels come forward,) 

RAPHAEL. 

Still, with his brother Spheres, the Sun 

Chimes, as of old, in rival song : 

As his predestined course is run, 

In thunder still he rolls along ! 

His aspect cheers the Host Divine, 

Tho' none to sound his depths have power ; 

Whilst all Creation's wonders shine. 

As bright as in their natal hour ! 

GABRIEL. 

Swifter than thought, the Earth still flies. 
With all its pomp, its orbit round. 
Robed in the light of Paradise, 
Altem with Night's dread shades profound ! 
With its broad surge the foaming Deep 
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To lash the sea-cliff's base appears ; 
While rock and billow onward sweep. 
In forced rotation, with the Spheres ! 

MICHAEL. 

From shore to sea, from sea to* shore, 
The warring tempests rage amain. 
Forging around, amidst their roar, 
A deeply operative chain ! 
Destruction ever flames before 
The thunder's path, as lightnings play : 
But we. Thy messengers, adore 
The gentle progress of Thy day ! 

ALL THREE. 

The prospect cheers Thy Host Divine, 
Tho' none to sound Thy depths have power ; 
Whilst Thy Creation's wonders shine. 
As bright as in their natal hour ! 

MEPHI8TOPHELES. 

Since Thou, O Lord, approachest us once more. 
Deigning to our concerns to lend an ear ; . 
As Thou wast pleased to see me heretofore. 
Behold, I now among thy train appear ! 
Forgive me, if in rhetoric I'm unskilled ; 
Tho' at my words the Audience all should scoff! 



Pathos, from me, had Thee with laughter Blled ; 

If, long ago. Then had'st not left it off! 

Of Suns and Planets I have nought to say — 

I mark how men atill fret their lives away ! 

Ever the same, the little God of Earth 

Is just as whimsical, as at his birth ! 

Mncb better had the creature thriven, 

Had'st Thon to him no glimpse of Heaven's light given. 

Which he calls Reason, using it, at best. 

To prove himself a greater brute tlian ail the rest t 

He seems to me, with licence of Your Grace, 

Like one of your lung-shanked grasshopper race. 

That springs, and flies, and, flying, springs ; 

While in the grass, he ever to the old tune sings. 

Why can't the insect in the grass lie close ? 

Now into every mess he pokes his nose ! 

TnE LORD. 

And hast thon nothing more to say ? 

Hast ever some complaint to lay! 

Cun noDght on earth to thee seem ever right i 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ko, Lord — the whole to me is still a grievous sight! 
I sicken at the sound of man's lamenting; 
I The poor blind dupe even / am weary of tormenting! 
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THE LORD.' 

Dost thou know Faust? 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

The Doctor? 

THE LORD. 

Yes, my Slave? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

As svLch, how strangely doth the fool behave ! 

Why, he disdains to feed on earthly fare. 

His inward ferment hurrying him afar — 

Tho' of his foll^he is half aware. 

He daily craves from Heaven its brightest Star — 

Of Earth's supremest bliss would be possest — 

Nought, far or near, contents his eager breast! 

THE LORD. 

Tho' now he serve me darkly, and in doubt, 

I soon will lead him to a clearer light: 

Well knows the Gardener, when the green buds sprout. 

That bloom and fruit will him, one day, requite. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What will you wager ? (you were sure to lose) 
If you the warrant will vouchsafe to give. 
That I don't lead him wheresoe'er I choose* 



THK LORU. 

So lon^ as he is duoined mi Earth to live. 
So long, dominion over liim thou hast — 
For man will err, so long his struggles last. 

MEfHISTOPHELES. 

My thanks for fhatl I own I do not care. 
At any time to meddle with the Dead; 
Give me good, honest wliite and red, 
And your best corpse [ well can spare, 
To such a guest I open not my house— 
I'm like Grimalkin playing with a mouse, 

THE LIIRD. 

Thou hast thy wish. Do with him as thou list; 
Seduce its spirit from its parent source ; 
And, if he can't thy grasp resist, 
Hurry him, captive, down thy homeward course. 
But thou wilt stand abashed, when I'orceil to owi 
That to a good man, in his darksome way, 
The right road ever will be known. 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

Good ! But how long will this continue— say '. 
For me, I fear not that my wager's lost ! 
When once I've gained my point, I only pray, 
That I may loudly of my triumph boast. 



k 



18 FAUST. 

Dust shall he eat — of dust a banquet make ; 
Like my old Cousin — ^the renowned Snake ! 

THE LORD. 

Here to appear thou hast full liberty. 

Even then; I hate not any of thy kind: 

Of all the Spirits that deny, 

Your sly wag the least troublesome I find! 

Since Man's activity is apt to sleep. 

Still hankering after undisturbed repose, 

His company thou art allowed to keep. 

As a brisk, tempting Fiend, who his vocation knows. 

To Ye — the genuine Sons of Heaven, 

Its living splendour to enjoy is given ; 

And may the Power, that ever works and grows. 

Ye in the gracious bonds of Love enclose ! 

And, should there seem a wavering in aught, 

Be your's to fix it with enduring thought. 

(Heaven closes, and the Archangels separate. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. (SoluS,) 

The Senior, now and then, I like to see — 
No, not for Worlds, would I our commerce break! 
How pleasant, that a Lord so great as He 
So freely with the Devil himself should speak ! 
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SCENE— NIGHT. 

(A high, vaulted, narrow, Gothic Chamber, Faust 

sitting uneasily, on a stool, before his desk, J 

FAUST. 

Alas ! I have Philosophy, 

The Civil Law, and Medicine, 

And, worse than all, Theology, 

Studied thro'out! With all this lore, 

After long toil, I now, poor fool ! begin 

To find I am no wiser than before ! 

Some dub me *• Master," others *' Doctor" call — 

And now, for near ten years, have I, 
Thro' rough and smooth, thro* wet and dry. 

Dragged my poor Pupils, one and all, 

Most eruditely by the nose. 

Yet must, at last, the truth disclose— 

That we can nothing know ! This to the soul 

So cuts me ! Still, upon the whole, 

I feel I'm better than those trifling fools. 

Your Masters, Doctors, Deacons, and the rest. 

That so parade it in the Schools ! 

No doubts, or scruples e'er molest 

My thoughts — ^nor Devil, nor Hell I fear ! 

This cold conviction from my heart must tear 

c3 
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All joy! I cannot think I'm truly learned in aaght. 

Or can to man a clue unfold. 

That might enlarge his range of thought. 

Or wean him from his errors! Gold, 

Land, or Rank, I've none ! What dog would live 

A life like mine? To Magic, then, I give 

My energies entire ; that I may see. 

Whether the World of Spirits, for me. 

Will certain mysteries bring to light — 

That so, no longer, day and night, 
I must plod on, with racking brain. 
To learn to talk of what I can't explain. 
Fain would I know the secret, that affords 
A firm consistence to this Globe of ours — 
View Nature's germs, detect their working powers. 
Nor still perplex myself with empty words ! 
Oh ! that thou might'st behold my misery. 
Now, for the last time, thou full Moon, 
Whose glorious Orb so oft have I 
Watched here, at midnight, all alone. 
As, melancholy friend, thy light 
Upon my books and papers shone ! 
Oh! could I, on some Alpine height. 
Stroll in thy lovely radiance — play 
With Spirits round the Mountain cave — 



FAUST. 

Glide o'er the Meads, beneath thy tender ray, 
And, Learning's megrims purged away. 
In thy fresh dews, to health my senses lave ! 

Oh ! am I to this dungeon still confined ? 
This cursed, dismal hole, alas. 
Where cheerful day-light scarce can find 
A passage thro' the painted glass ! — 
Hemmed in by books on every side. 
Which dust begrimes, and worms devour — 
While reams of paper round me tower. 
Up to the roof, in dingy pride I — 
These tools — these phials — boxes, without number- 
This heirloom trash, and other useless lumber. 
In careless heaps together hurled — 
This is thy World! — in sooth, a goodly World! 

And canst thou ask, why, in thy breast. 
Thy heart should feel thus sore opprest? — 
Or why a torture unexplained 
The springs of life should thus have chained? 
Instead of Nature's teeming fields, 
God, for Man's recreation, yields — 
Why thus begirt with Skeletons, 
And the Brute Race's mouldering bones i 

Arise! To that far distant Land, 
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With this mysterious volume, fly, 
Pemied by great Nostrodamus' hand ; 
'Twill a sufficient guide supply, 
There mayest thou trace the starry course ! 
As Nature shall her lore instil, 
Then shall thy mounting spirit feel 
How airy essences discourse ! 
That muddy poring, oh, how vain! 
Which would the hallowed signs explain. 
Come then, ye Spirits, hovering near me. 
Answer my summons, if ye hear me ! 

(He opens the book, and discovers the sign of the 

MACROCOSM.) 

Oh! what a flood of wild delight 

Overwhelms my senses, at the sight ! 

I feel a new-born, holy glow 

Thro' all my nerves and pulses flow ! 

Was it a God these Emblems drew, 

That so my inward tumult still. 

And my poor heart with transport fill ? 

Some secret influence opens to my view. 

At once, great Nature's wondrous plan! 

Am I a God? since all around is light! 

In these pure Signs, my soul may scan 
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Nature at work! For the first time, I feel 

The purport of the Sage's grand appeal : — 

'* The Realm of the Spirits was never barred : 

" 'Tis thy soul that is fettered — thy heart that is dead ! 

" Then up, my Disciple, and bathe, unscared, 

" Thy Earthly breast in the Morning's red !" 

(He considers the Sign. J 
See, how together Nature all things weaves 
Into one whole ! Each, in the other, works, and lives ! 
As mount the Heavenly agents, and descend. 
On frag^nt wings, that scatter blossoms round. 
From hand to hand their golden pails they send ! 
From Heaven despatched, they pierce Earth's^ depths 

profound ; 
And all, thro'out the ALL, in grateful concord sound! 

A glorious Show ! Alas, 'tis but a Show ! 
Where shall I seize thee, boundless Nature ? Where ? 
Ye breasts ! Ye founts of life, that ever flow! 
For Earth and Heaven still hang suspended there ! 
After your waves the parched Soul would strain — 
Ye gush — ^ye feed — and must I pine in vain 1 

(He turns over the leaves of the book angrily, and 
sees the Sign of the Earth's Spirit,) 
How difierently in me works this Sign ! 
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Thou, Spirit of Earth, to me art nigher — 
Now soar my aspirations higher ! 
I glow, like one excited by new wine ! 
I feel sufficient, now, the World to dare — 
Its sorrows calmly, with its joys, to bear — 
Whirled by its Storms, to sweep around, 
Una wed by Shipwreck's crashing sound ! 
Clouds gather above me ! 
The Moon is hid ! 
The lamp expires ! 

Damp vapours rise ! — and, round my head, 
Red flashes flicker ! From the vaulted roof. 
An icy shudder sinks. 
And seizes me ! 

I feel thee fluttering round, thou Spirit I invoked ! 
Reveal thyself! 

Within me how my heart is choked ! 
With a strange, unwonted feeling. 
All my senses now are reeling ! 
I feel my whole heart yielded up to thee ! 
Thou must, thou must — ^tho' life the price should be ! 
{He grasps the hook, and mysteriously pronounces ti 

Sign of the Spirit. A red flames flares up: t 

Spirit appears in the midst of it.) 
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SPIRIT. 

Who calls on me t 

FAUST — {Averting his face.) 
Too dreadful Sprite ! 

SPIRIT. 

No common spell hath brought me here — 

Too long hast thou been sucking at my Sphere ! 

And now 

FAUST. 

Horror ! I cannot bear thy sight ! 

SPIRIT. 

With breathless suit, my presence thou hast sought. 

To hear my voice, my face to see — 

On me thy mighty invocation wrought ; 

And here I am ! What idle terrors seize on thee, 

Thou more than Man I Thy soul's proud challenge where? 

Where is that breast, that could receive, and bear 

A self-created World, and could even hope. 

Swelled by vain pride, with Spirits like us to cope? 

Where art thou, Faust, whose voice upon my ear 

So rang — ^who forced himself on me, but now. 

With all his strength ? — Thou he ! who tremblest here, 

Thro' all life's depths, feeling my breath to blow 

Upon thee ! Thou ! a timid, writhcn worm ! 
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FAUST. 

Creature of flame ! and shall I bow to thee i 
I am that Faust — in him thy equal see ! 

SPIRIT. 

In the waters of Life — in Action's Storm, 

Up and down I still wave, * .^ 

With restless motion — 

A Birth and a Grave — 

An endless Ocean ! 

An ever-changing web I weave, 

And glowing live, 

As I work at the whirring loom of Time, 

The living garb of the Godhead sublime ! 

FAUST. 

As thro' the wide World thus thou bustling goest. 
Thou busy Imp, how near I feel to thee ! 

SPIRIT. 

Thou'rt like such Spirits as thou knowest — 
Not me ! 

( The Spirit vanishes.) 
FAUST. — (Greatly moved.) 
Not thee ! 
Whom, then t 
I, God's own image ! 
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Not even equal thee! 

{A knocking,) 
,Sdeath ! Oh ! I know — my Famulus ! ' Yes, yes, 
He comes to break upon my dreams of bliss ! 
That such a grovelling drone should have the power 
To mar the full revealings of this hour! 

{Enter Wagner, in his night-gown and cap, with a 
lamp, Faust turns round indignantly.) 

WAGNER. 

Your pardon, Sir — I heard you here reciting, 
If I mistake not, some Greek tragedy ? 
I would not miss a moment so inviting ! 
This is an art works many a prodigy : 
Indeed, it is a common speech, 
A Player may a Preacher teach. 

FAUST. 

Ay, when the Preacher is a Player — 
As still may happen here and there. 

WAGNER. 

If to the closet we are thus confined, 
And see the world scarce on a holiday, 
And dimly, thro' a spy-glass, far away, 
How shall we lead, by eloquence, Mankind I 



28 



FAUST. 



FAUST. 

Unless yon feel it, vain will be your chase; 

Unless it gush from out the Soul, 

And, charming, with unborrowed grace, 

Each hearer's heart it shall controul ! 

There you may sit, your motley patchwork glueing, 

A hodge-podge from another's offals stewing. 

And, blowing at your embers, may produce 

A miserable flame, of little use ! 

This may, indeed, command the wondering gape. 

If such your object, of a child or ape ; 

But nought will you to others' hearts impart. 

Unless it come directly from your heart ! 

WAGNER. 

'Tis elocution crowns the Speaker still ; 
In this rare gift I've much to learn, I feel. 

FAUST. 

Keep steadily an honest aim: 
Be thou no jingling fool — despise such aid ! 
Plain Sense and Reason little claim 
From ornament, in order to persuade. 
Be but in earnest, and, my life upon't, 
That you for words need never hunt. 
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Your speeches, that with declamation shine, 
Wherein the shreds of common place ye twine, 
Are unrefreshing as the foggy breeze 
Thro' bleak November's leafless trees ! 

WAGNER. 

Oh, Heavens ! art is long and life is short ! 

How oft I fear my head and hieart may suffer for't. 

Moiling in Criticism ! 'Tis steep to mount 

The craggy path, that leads to Truth's pure fount ! 

And, ere a Man can half-way to it rise, 

'Tis odds but the poor Devil dies ! 

FAUST. 

Is parchment, then, the sacred rill, 
From which to quench thy thirst for ever ? 
That thirst thoul't ne'er assuage, until 
It bubble from thine own heart — never ! 

WAGNER. 

Excuse me, if I find a joy sublime. 

Seizing the spirit of the olden time. 

To see what Sages have, before us, thought, 

And how much fiirther we their lights have brought. 

FAUST. 

Yes, even to the Stars, at last ! 
Friend, unto* us the past 
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Is even as a book with seven seals ; 

And what the spirit of the Times men call, 

Is merely their own spirit, after all, 

A mirror, which the image of the Times reveals. 

A paltry raree-show it is too oft, 

At which we glance, and pass on, with the rest ; 

A dirt tub, or a lumber loft — 

Some bombast *• High State Action," at the best. 

Stuffed with sublime, pragmatic saws, 

Which, in the puppet's mouths, may claim applause ! 

WAGNER. 

Ay, but the World — men's motives to see thro' — 
Something of this we all must wish we knew. 

PAUST. 

You mean what men call knowing, I believe; 

But who the bantling its right name dare give? ' 

The few who aught of it have known. 

And have not kept the secret to themselves. 

But published their acquirements up and down. 

Among the multitude — ^poor simple elves 1 — 

Have reaped the Cross, or Faggot, for their pains ! 

But, with yonr leave, enough ! The night fast wanes. 

WAGNER. 

Methinks I ever could remain awake. 



Fur such a learned conversatioo's sake ! 

But Sir, to-morrow, bein^ Easter-Day. 

A few more questions 1 would tain essay. 

To Study I have given my heart and soul — 

Much I do know, but long to know the whole! — (Exit.) 

FAUST. — {Solus.) 

How Hope clings longest to the wretch's mind. 

Who, for a treasure, daily grubs the earth, 

And who, if he should chance a worm to find. 

Exults, as 'twere a gem of rarest worth ! 
Oh ! that a human voice should dare 

Intrude, where Spirits throng tlie air [ 

Yet, for this once, perhaps, to you. 

Poorest of Mortals ! thanks are due; 

Who roused me from a train of thought, 

That had my soul to madness wrought 1 

The vision was of such gigantic size. 

That, as a dwarf, I truly might myself despise ! 
^ I, God's own counterpart! who sought 

The mirror of eternal Truth to hold. 

And, casting ofT Man's nature, vainly thought 

My Spirit in Celestial brightness rolled ! 
. I, more than CheruhJ whose as^nring soul 
, Thro' universal Nature's veins would glide, 
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"^^Vj^ "^ *' %*>• 



Armed with creative migfat, and o'er th^^uAi^le^ <-. J ^ 
An omnipresent Deity preside ! . ^ .'*':: ?-»" " 

How may I expiate the thoughts I nursed ! * . - 
One thundering word my dream dispersed.} 

And dared I, then, compare with thee ? - !^1 

Tho' summoned by my spell thou wast, 
Alas, I could not hold thee fast I . '« 

Oh ! in that moment's extacy, ■ ■ rr - 

How little did I feel, tod yet how great I 
Why cruelly thrust me back to Man's uncertain state ? 
Who, now, shall teach me what I should avoid ?" 
My former dream shall I again invoke ? 
Our deeds and sufferings are alike employed, t « 

The path of human life to choke ! 

Even o'er the noblest gifts the spirit knows ' 
Some foreign incrustation ever grows : - ..,..- 

As we the good things of this World obtain. 
We deem the better fanciful and vain : '> 

And those high feelings, which alone give life, ^ . 
Are soon benummed, amidst Earth's sordid strife ! 

Tho' daring Fancy, once, would soar, elate ^ . ^ 

With Hope, and to Infinitude dilate; ; ., . ri 

Yet with a narrow range she is content, . ' 

When Time from us bliss after bliss hath rent ! 
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In the heart's depths Care builds her nest : 
'Tis there Ae hatches her most secret woes^ 
Distarbing all the springs of Joy; and rest; ■ -f 

Whilst, every day, she, in some new mask, shows ; " 

As House and Land to seem may be hfit mood, in 
Wifoi Child, a Dagger, Poison, Fire, or Flood ! «» 

At that which never comes we tremble most, * -■- '^' 

And weep the most for that we never lost! 

Unlike a Grod am I ! Feel it I must ! . -^ ■,l 

Too like the worm, that wallows in the dust. 
And, while that dust to him a feast supplies, '^ 

Crushed by some wanderer's heelj at once, he dies, ; -^ 
And finds a grave ! 

Is't not all dust, in fact, i • 

Whose hundred shelves this lofty wall contract ? 
This frippery, composed of worthless trifles. 
That in a realm of moths my spirit stifles ! % «./; 

Here shall I find the thing I need? . n 

Or must I, in a thousand vc^umes, read. 
How men themselves have tortured, every where, 
Tho' one may have be^ti happy, here and there ? 

Thou empty skull, what dost thou grin at? Say, ^ ./; < '^ 
Is't that thy brain^ Uke mine, had gone astray, ■ . '^ 

D 







Seeking for Daylight, in tbe shadea of Nigbt, •■' ■,f-Mr'hl^ 
In thy fond chase of Tratit ? Why mock my sSg-htJ/. >/i.t 
Ye old machines, with cylinder, and bow, "i »iiiir>i 

Your cogs, and wheels ? Even at the door, but tmH^,'' 
I Btood ; and you should he my keys '. 'Tis true, ' 
Your wards are complicated ; but, can you 
Turn me the bolt? In Noontide's blaze, 
Coy Nature suffers none her -veil to raise ! 
To wrest from her aught that she would refuse, 
Little avail your levers, or your skrews ! 
Thou ancient lumber, useless all to me, ' '' ""'' ■' " 
Art here, because my "father fancied thefe'I"''''"''"'''!"^ 
Ye parchments, too. long blackened by theftiBd^**'*'^ 
Of the pale lamp my desk btit half illumes !' 
Better 'thad been for me to dissipate ' m-n ' aitmiofti^ 
The little I possess, than here to sWeeJt ' '" - ""'^ •J)i*a| 
Beneath the fardel of that little's weight^' """'tT woo ■ 
What from thy Sires to thee came downi ^yinriiH -ilwt* 
That must thou earn, to make thine owrrt""*'H:/,(i rfnt 
Heavy the load, by which w© profit notii'- iwM*'«»liJn 
That profits only, which the moment bi-otiglit. ''" 
On that one spot why fastens thus my sight? ' 
Is yonder flask armed with map;netic poww.jT'" iv^y 
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And whence this sudden )^ah of tender li^fatti t^ ^uiM^ 
Like Moonlight breatliing round a leafy buw^rl^i'ti ^til al 

Thou precious phial ! Thy contents 1 scm^LAin bli sT 
With holy reveieuce, as I take thee down !, .m ,4i)i>i laoff 
In thee I honour most the skill of Man — 
Of sleep-compelling essences thou crown ! 
Thou subtlest abstract of all deadly power, 
Smile on thy master, in this trying hour ! 
Beholding thee, my pangs thy balm confess ; 
And. grasping thee, my struggles still grow less I 
My spirit's tide is ebbing, by degrees, 
And I am beckoned out to broader Seas '. 
The glassy waves are dancing at my feet — 
With a new Day, I other shores shall greet ! 

A flaming Chariot, see, on buoyajit wings, i r.iLiii u-itaS 
Descends for me ! Forward my bosom springBd .l:iil yitX 
By a new channel, thro' the air to fly, 
To other Spheres of pure activity ! 
This rapt existence. Heavenly exlacy, 
Was it deserved by a poor worm, like thee i 
Yes, resolutely turn thy back upon 
Earth's ever-genial Sun — 
Boldly, at once, that portal overthrow. 
By which we all are fain to creep a-lield I 
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Now is thy time, by deeds, to show, 
Man's spirit not to Heaven itself may yield ! 
No longer at that gloomy Gulph to qnail. 
Where Fancy on herself her torments dire 
Inflicts, but fearlessly the Pass assail, 
Whose narrow entrance is beset with fire ! 
At the bold venture ne'er to hesitate, 
Tho' it thy being should annihilate ! 

Come down, thou vase of crystal dear. 
From out thy case, where, many a year, 
Thou'st slept, by me unheeded ! Thou hast blest 
At my Sire's banquets, oft the pensive guest. 
With cheerfulness, when briskly handed round 1 . 
The ornaments, that graved on thee are found. 
The drinker's task, their meaning to. expound, «, 
In rhyme, and at one draught, the whole to drain, ■ 
Full many a youthful night bring back again I 
I ne'er shall pass thee to a neighbour more, ^ ■ v ^ 

Or veni my wit upon thee, as of yore ! . • ? 

Here is a juice will soon inebriate ! 
Let the brown mixture fill thy ample bowl — . 
This, my last draught, I brewed, which, from, my 90ul, 
I to this festal mom here dedicate I . 



' f 



» 



FAUST. 37 



(He raises the cup to his lips*) 
Chime of Bells and Chorus.- • 

CHORUS OF ANGELS. 

Christ is arisen ! - t 

Heaven opens it's Portal, • 

Joy to the mortal, 

Whom, erewhile, the disgracing. 

Native, debasing • 

Defects could imprison ! 

FAUST. 

What solemn mnrmnrs, what iselodious tones 
Dash from my lips the chalice, aH at onoe ? 
Deep-soundmg bells, ah ! does your peal announce 
Of Easter's hsdlowed Feast the joyfU birth ? 
Chaunt ye the hymn so cconlbrting to Earth; 
Ye of the 'Choir, which round the Saviour's toi&b^ 
The Sons of Light, amidst the awftd gloom. 
Exulting sang, and to the World revealed, 
That the new covenant was ttealed ? 

CHORUS ^V WOMEN. 

With spiceiSi wure, 
'W6%i%Ued him about f 
Ours; his true Himdmaids, was the care. 
To lay the Saviour out ! 
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Yes, it Wtsoiursto bind,' >::^ ^- > ^'iU>w.-i 

Witb elothr His limbs so dMt!- t »» ; .^ki«^ t./.,/4 
But, now, abs. We find, •^^i .;ifru:fx/ 

• ^* ClttfSt is no longer here ! u. > -nb Jml // 

IJ i. CHORUS OP^Al>IO«l;SJ<' *^im/ ni .,:// 

Qmst is on High, ' if' ".*r joty.ri / 

Restored to tiie Skjr 1 ' . >i. . napi Vi'i 

How glorious the loving, ^ »-.m;o/ ;»ir/. 

The gentle, the good, * <ii' i "»j t>if'>> **0 

Who the painfnt, sonl-proving, i ^^^^iiA 

Corruptioii remoTiilg, ' ' ^'^/ifi wofr ^lijoT 
Ordeal hath stood ! >• i 

Ye sweet, yet atfimafitig'^oniels, ^y mdrft ''t. m.! 
Your H^^veniy chcfrds thns sie^k me*, ift>the «Uiit I 
Go, visit Mortals of a softer mottld-^ ' '^ .^v • /J 
I hear your tidings; bttt inyfkith Is^oold! •-- *^ 
Faith's darling chfld'tlie wond^rfoi was^e^^rt! n^O- 
To seek the blessed Spheres I niay- not dare^^' f-- 
From whence your gracioUs htMi^ i^itoies dowtt Y 
And yet, from eUrT^ Youth, your p6wier I've known ; 
And now ye call me back to Kfe ogiAAA -* »rncf > 
Time was, when dn my brow Ifelt Heaveb'rklbs 
Imprinted, in the Sabbath's stillness ! Then 
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Swelled on my ear your joy-^pre^agid^p^ali ^^^'f 
And prayer to me ima d^p^^«nbst|l^ti^.ljflis$il( W 
A nameless longing then my soul oovjid lai?} fh/8 
Which drove my steps abrc^d, thr<3K^ gi^oi^^ a^fQeld ; 
Where bursts of ^soaldiBg teacs fo^ipe would yield 
A better world ! This Hymn :waf ^^^mf ^4:wiff[g> 
Full on my heart, the joys of dpexiiBgfSp^^U(i^A<j 
And Youth's gay sports ! ^ A childish feeling. || 
Of fond remembrance, o'er my;senae8 steaUngp 

Arrests my steps !.Pro^6d|th9jii*JE{eayei|ly.j^V9^i^ ! 
Tears flow apace — and I am E^rtjb^'i^ agaiQv!^>^ . /i 

CHORUS OP DI»«PJ6#«-r:r>M0 

The buried One i^ paieied on High ! 

Living Urn trewJs Jgi^tnal^Yer^l^y I , ^ ^ , ^^ ^y 

That glorious heigbt/twM His tQ <?J[ifla^b^^^ 

To ever growipg, ^s^ «iblime, ! . . . y , , ^ ^ ^^ 

To the graatXifcator^igJH , ,, ,,^ ^^^^^ j 

On Eartlv'f bi<^«^t»>w^», suffcfiBf , lh\^,>iy , .hw^ 

AfWtaiQii9iMMteir(fcQWf*»!to^(!/ j.wydfr moil, 

Christ is ris^^aiut ran^oi^ ,<.. n, , .., .^,ori UnA 
gf^^^9m rflTCf»rruptipo'8 .slain?i !,,( ^. ^^ ^ ^^^^j, 
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Then, Morlak, rise e&ultiiigly* 
And bunt the boncU that fetter y^l 
Ye, woat your hymns of love to hhao ; . 
Ye, ever active in his praise ; 
Ye, who go forth, a band of brothers, 
Preaehing his Kingdom to all others — 

Announcing bliss ! For you he's here ; 

To you the master^s ever near ! > . : 
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OUTSIDE THE TOWN GATE. 
Holiday = Folk, ofali sorP$. 

CERTAIN JOURNEYMEN MECHANICS. 

Why that way ? 

OTHERS. 

We are for the Hunter's Cot. 

THE FORMER. 

But we towards the Mill must trot. 

A JOURNEYMAN. 

Now, I would recommend the Wasserhof. 

A SECOND. 

Ay, but the road to it is dull enough. 

THE OTHERS. 

Where art thou bound t 

A THIRD. 

I follow with the rest. 

A FOURTH. 

Let's off for Burgdorf— there ye'U find 

The best of beer, and Wenches to your mind — 

If you're for rows, you're sure to have the best. 

A FIFTH. 

Why, thou'rt as great a Glutton as there goes ! 
What i for the third time, on the itch for blows t 
I dread the place— rthou'it never catch me there I 
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^"'MillD 8ERTANT. .-i^-v .'''•.". .•.:■ ■.■ ^ i. 

I must, and wUt gaback to Town, I swear! -m '^rf- 

SBOOND MAID SERVANT; -^ . ^*^<^ 

Down in the Poplar Walk he's snre to be. ' ^m :v><? 

PIltST MAID SBRYANT. ' ^iC 

And if he should, how will that better me ? 
He's sure to fasten to thy side ; , < ^- 

To dance with none but thee 10 itill hk pride t' '^^n^p 
Why make myself a fool, to pleasure thee? - - -ii ^iil 

8BG01>(D SERVANT MAID; '^ * ^u^l J 

Alone thou wilt not find bim ; for he said. 

He was engaged to wtalk with Ovmlyhhiadi''^ <. t.. i /y 

• FIRST STUDENT. :\ii^ /i : *^ vH 

Gadzooks! how lig^t, and trippinlgfy/ - > t !^h<j» r vf! 
Yon girls step out ! Let's join their compaiiyv< '^ - ^-^ 
Give me a stinging pip^, md good strong beisr; ■■■' V. 
With a tight lass, all in her Sunday gear 1 . : .'- .>#; 

CtTI^fiN'S IXAUGHTER. 

See yonder ftii^^ybuiig 4eil<yw8 tbere>lu . ^i ^ k < 
They msEke^ftsie^^icrk, I do declare'! vi^ >o- o,( 
When they n^ht bave ttie test of us that goee^ 
To take up withU]»ttir of 4mhn like time! '• M 

SECOND STUDENT.-Hf5nf*/ito>Kni#/) 

Not quite so fabs^^— *»r i see two bebfin}/ --v - '^'^- 
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Two modest girls, aiiddeGeBtly:8ttlired. 

One is my next door ]ieigiibQ«r# ta#,.:ir find;: 

She is a Maiden I baye long admnned4 

Demure as now theyiook^J tell Ihojei^irt^nd^? -i ■ }\'i: 

They're sure to let us join tbem intkeend. 

No — all constraint I utterly detest l^ .. • - • .»i' 

Quick ! or we miss the Game we hav/^. in yiew«-*; , ., ,> j 

The hand, tbad scrubs on Saturday jthe b^9t> ;; 

Upon a Sunday will best fondjie ypu ! 

No — this new Burgomaster suited me not I . } i 

He daily tc&es upon ham imereand more ; 
By chusing him, wliM haSithe-City^gpt?.,, , Jo.r ;.u l# 
We're now worse off ;tlum e'e? we were,befor^J., .) .,.> / 
He bears himself in amch.too strict a wa,y-^ , «n ^vi u> 
Besides, our rates grow, heayier,. everyday. ; .... ^/ 

Good Gentlemen* and Ladi^^ ^j^l ;/; ..^ ^^ii 
How sprucely doesaed l^wrhat rqiy ^^i^j . .^^'r 

Jjook dowttsupona wretobe4j»(^iC]B^ r:*p' >i^n// 
Whose^p«(yerty an. alvi$ bespf ak» I - . « ;, . . , i 

Not .ulurewarded be my voice I. .^ > .... 

The prompt to give idone aiie gay-^ > , .../ 
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Oh, let a day, when all tt^ioe. 
Be unto me a harvest day ! 

8BCONO CITIZ£N. 

Nay, nothing gives me more delight, * . ^ 

Upon a Sunday, or a Holiday, 

Than to talk o'er some bloody fight. 

Was fought in Turkey, far away ; 

While in the window-seat we sip our glass. 

And watch the boats that gaily down the rinm pass ! 

Yet, snug at home, at Eve, no less we prusey 

And bless the Peace, that gives such happy days ! 

THIRD CITIZEN. 

True, Neighbour, true — so let them fight away ! 
1 care not who to loggerheads may come, 
Or for the mischief, be it what it may. 
Provided we ourselves have Peace at homei: ^ 

OLD WOMAS.-— {To the_Citizen'» Daughters.) 
Bless me, how smart ! What pretty girls are these ! 
All must be smitten with you, sure ! 
A few less airs, tho', if yon please ! 
Whatever you wish, I know how to procuce; ; . 

citizen's DACiGHtER. 

Come, Agatha, along — it is not right. 
To parley with a Witch, in open day^— 
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Tho' she for me did, ob Saint Andrew^i Nigbt, 
My future bridegroom's livittg. form display I 

SECOND citizen's DAUGHTER. 

Mine in a looking-glass she made appear, ■'. 

A soldier gay, 'midst others of his sauey kind* 

I look about, and seek him every ^here — ^ 

The man, alas, I never yet could find ! ■ i W 

-• €iti^,-li^ithlo^eri]ig>--:i''. •••■•»■' --n..- i.n;^w on.A 
BiitllMieiits — '■ ■■-• •■■• '^^ ■■: :v ^,".ir. ^-.if 

Maidens, with towering -^ ' * ^i =•' ifiA 

Sentiments, » i = 

Allure our ^es 1 « < •. ' >» '♦*?■» f 

Gloriour the struggle!: -tv .., .- i 

Rich the prize! ^ r.vrr. i* ^. . ,o 

Hurrah, for the trumpets ! » i^ ^ - s.^.^.^a 
Give thern^ breath ! ^ ^ » * r. . ? * 

To pleasure they:8Qiiilnon,>'i •- v«>.; v,^« -=?iii[* 
As to death! - ' -v .rrro^; .,; j.1,3 iif. 
Our's is the stonning^l' • -i % jb ?»• ^ v J A 
Our's^is the life^i * f -«/ ^r,, *^r,^fi\(f 

MaideiiSi and Cities '^ j - • 
Yield, in the. strife ! . -n- ^ ii».!r;.^ »f\?o3 
61<»rious the struggle ! - r/ i ^ . .- * r. ..T 
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Rich the priae! 
As the gay Soldier 
Homeward hie^i 
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Spring's mild, and quickening glance has cleared 
The brooks from ice, smd, fee ! the Irost mbdoed. 
Already Hope's green promise hath^ appeared'! 
Old Winter, now, in his decrepitude, v ■ 
For the bleak Hills, deserts the Vale; ^ 
From whence he sepids us, in hiA flighty 
O'er the young verdure, stripes of |>owerle8S 
But now the Sun endures no whiie'^ /) i' • 



■L\:'\l .lii't 



: • * / 1 * 



..-. -ii ^^ 



t^ 



I"- ' 
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All nature, 'mid Produetiotti'v'; teeming strife,^' i .• J.- 

He would enamel with the lniei»<ef' life i* ^ r> :^ • 1 » ( 
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And, since mo flowers: yietiglad the scene^t; 

As if their absence to requite, : m M.i* ■ ■ ■ '■ -^il 

He bids gay vestures sparkle^o-er the green ! 

Look back upon the Cityy from this* hteigbt^-^*^ * ^*^- 

Thro' it's dark Gate what brigirt swaMis AiaKe '&eii^^'#t^>!^ 

Each is so fain to-s«m himself to-day! ^^ ^ ' * '*•* ^^8 

They celebrate CMst^s rising from %e Tdittb^ '^ '^ -^ ^^^'*' 




They, too, are risen from the glouni 
Of their mean dwellings, dingy stalls, 
The trammels of their dull, mechanic trade. 
The pressure of their roofs, and gabled vnWs, 
The narrow, suffocating street. 
The dim Cathedrars venerable shade, 
The cheerful Hyiit, this day, to greet ! 
See, only see, how nimbly now the throng ;; (tmt t ■EnhqP. 
Over the fields, and gardens, spreads ; ' 

While the broad stream, acroiis. along, ' 

Full many a trim bark proudly treads! "••a miiaW toU> 
The last's so crowded, that 1 fear she'll siokt jl'.vl'l -mU io'I 
Her gunnel level with the water's brink !- ■>' a^iW'iiv 
Even from the larthest windings of the 'hiUBa;ult'*)r cmIj \ 
To gleam the motley garbs appear— •■•K »iH «inj -tuftil 

The village street a hum of gladness fills ; 'in' .-'"'Jim ttA-l 
The People's Paradise is surely here,! 
Exulting shouts are heard, from High, and Low- 
Here I'm a Man, and feel I dare be so ! "lysiU-iuiU, U9$fM 

Sir, 'tis an honor, and a profit, too/irj ttill nuqti J-iutI iuo> 
FamiUarly to walk abroad with jumS" "laO IhtJl x'li '< 
Bat here I'd ne'er come, of my own aoowrdKnial nta i 
For all that's coarse I ever have abhorradlt) -.luiH-ih . y 
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Thii fiddling, screaming, skittUng, ud die real, 
Diig^t my feelings beyond measure ! 
They yell, like maniacs by the Fiend poasest* 
And call it singing, call it pleasure ! 

(Song, and Dance of Peasants^ rcmmd a hywuB tree.) 

Behold the Shepherd, for the Dance, 
In his gay vest, and band, advance. 
Tricked out in all his best ! 
And whosoe'er a Partner had 
Around the Linden spun, like mad ! 

Trallara la ! 

Trallara, lira, la ! 
The music had no rest ! 



Straight thro' the crowd he made a rush. 
And with his elbow gave a push 
T'a lass, that near him stood ; 
When, with a frown, the startled maid» 
" I call this mighty stupid !*' said— 

Trallara la ! 

Trallara, lira, la ! 
'* Tou need not be so rude !" 
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Yet, what bil^fiNitpiK^) iH'lher'dBg'frfifMv*^ ^^^ jtnithl- i ntJT 
As to the right, and lefl.^lhfl^Ai'Hiig*^^! >.i v -^ *t rm wu^-jII 
The petticoats, wjfly.4 »-,.., .<* ; ■ j.i . o *>./ nvr vo^FI* 
Their cheeks are flashedrimcL tbej.gr<^w wtumn' ^' ^^ ^ ^ nA 
An4t||a<|ti#g, ^est them, arm in (arm, 

Trallara, la ! 

Trallara, lira, la ! ^ • » t ». . •/ «ii;t i..../ift5^ 

While hips and elbows ply ! i-i 

" I VOW," cried she, "you are loo- hfiUj f . - • >;. r i' f a/^^^ 
'' Young men are apt, as Ijoatald^H <> ■ i.f<?.nf 

" Their sweethearts to betray !" -i: nr,. / j 

Yet, soon he wheedled her ai^e, ./ «,,; >. ^. ? 
Whilst, from the Tree, rang, far and wide,, i ^.t v ;,.. ^i r 

Trallara, la ! 

Trallara, lira, J^. I ..;,.. , „ , , , . ,r r »? ». ,»un<^ 
Screams, and the Fiddler's fhyJ w w ,; » ^ ;; »'i, j^ :#;;. 

OLD MA^. ,... ..,|;. ... -,^ ^,, t ^ ,n? ^' J 
Doctor, now this is kii|<iii| yo^, >,, ,.. / .->..*;, ^ |,tv„ .^T^f // 
A man so learned, and so wwq, ?h . »r^ v^ }- rtf .,*i. .w^ ^ 
To mix with this our rustic crew, ,, ^.m^-i. .1 

Nor yet our honest mirth despise ! v r ; i ?-« i*h.n f 
Deign to accept our fairest cup, « ..).-., ., . .,,, ^.^ j,v ;r,.Y 
With freshest liquor foaming up ; 

E 



60 FAUST. 



And, while yonr thirst the draught allays, 
I offer, from my heart, a prayer. 
That every drop, that sparkles there. 
May swell the number of your days ! 

PAU8T. 

I thank you, for your courtesy, 

And drink yonr healths most heartily ! 

OLD MAN. 

"Us as it should be, I must say. 

That you with us keep Holiday ! 

How many bitter days, alas, 

Have yon vouchsafed, for us, to pass ! 

Numbers are here, alive, and well. 

Of your good father's skill to tell ; 

That skill, which could the means provide. 

The fever s rage to turn aside ! 

And still we can remember, too. 

When a mere stripling. Sir, how you 

Ever among the sick were found ; 

And, tho' we seldom had a day. 

But many friends were swept away. 

Yourself came out on't safe and sound ! 

Tho' many trials you were doomed to prove ; 

To help you, came a Helper from abore ! 
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ALL. 

Health to the experienced helper^ then ! 
Long may he live, to help ag^in ! 

FAUST. 

Before His throne be your's to bend. 
Who teaches help, and help will send ! 

{Passes on, with WagneR. ) 

WAGNER. 

Illustrious Sir, what must your feelings be. 
Who in the multitude inspire such awe ! 
The happiest of the happy, sure, is he, 
Who from his gifts can such a profit draw ! 
Still to his child the father points you out — 
Whene'er you move, what numbers flock about 
Your steps ! The fiddle stops, and dancers pause, 
To pay their tribute of applause ! 

Making a lane, they stand in gaping rows, 

High up in air each bonnet tost— 

Ere long they'll kneel, I do suppose. 

As at the passing of the Host ! 

FAUST. 

Lef s on, a few steps more, to yonder stone — 
Awhile we may repose us there. 
There, wrapped in thought, how oft Tve sat alone, 

e2 
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Uumbling my soul with fastiiig and with fNrayer ! 

There, rich in hope» and strong in my belief^ 

With wringing hands, and sighs of pious grief. 

Still did I weary Heaven, to arrest 

The progress of the raging Pest ! 

The Rabble's shont now seems a mockery ! 

Oh, coold'st thoa read my inmost spirit. 
Thou would'dt perceive how far my Sire, and I 
The good opinion, we have purchased, merit ! 
My father was a poor well-meaning man. 
Who guilelessly, in his confiding way. 
Thro' all Creation's hallowed Circle ran. 
Too often by strange whimsies led astray ! 
No other Company he kept, 
But such as bore the title of Adept — 
Alone, in his dark closet, 'twas his use^ 
Antagonistic Elements to fuse 
Together, from a thousand recipes — 
First, the Red Lion, a right lusty wooer, 
In a warm bath, espoused the Lily pure ; 
Theu> in fierce flames the pair he vext. 
Driven from one bridal chamber to the next: 
And, should, at last, the Virgin Queen, 
With her yay colours, in the ylass be seen, 
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!■ 


The medicine was at once ensured ! 


'■ 


The patieuta died,— and none asked who was cured. 


1 


The hellish drugs, we iu these hills employed. 


^M 


Far greater numbers, than the plague, destroyed. 


■t ^M 


The dose to thousands it was mine to give. 


^1 


Who found their graves, while I must live. 


^M 


To hear the poor blind dupes applaud 


^H 


The reckless Murderer, as a God! 


^H 


L WARNRB. 


** ^1 


^ Sir, why this saddening train of thought ? 


^H 


What more can you expect a man to do. 


^1 


Than honestly, and strictly to pursue 


^H 


The Art his Predecessor taught '. 


V 


When, as a boy, your father had your love. 


■ ^H 


Tou ne'er disdained to borrow from his light — 


"i^^^H 


If, when a man, that light yourself improve, 


^^^1 


Your son may hope to make it still more bright. 


B 
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^^1 


Oh, happy he, who might the hope enjoy. 


.iii^^fl 


^rom out this sea of error to arise ! 


'''^^^1 


Man evermore for what he knows not sighs. 


'^^^1 


Yet what he knows he never can employ.' 


.i^^^H 


But, o'er the brightness of this scene, 


'<^^^H 


loffer no gloomy thoughts a cloud to throw I 
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See yonder buts, embuwered in tpjider green. 
Tinged by tbe slnntjng sunbemns, bow they glow) 
Tliat 8uu departs, the Day's brief hours gone by; 
Yet hies he beace, new Regions to revive ! 
Oh for a wing, that I might mount tbe sky. 
And after him, for ever, ever strive 1 
Then, an eternal Evening would disclose. 
Beneath my feet, the silent World betow, 
£a(;h Hill on fire, each Vale in soft repose. 
As to the golden stream the silver runnels flovfl 
Then, nothing should impede my Godlike Right- 
Not tbe wild Alp, with all its yawning Caves ! 
Now Ocean, with its countless waves. 
Its sheltered creeks, bursts on my wondering sight! 
Downwards, at last, the God appears to sink — 
But my new impulse wakes, with gathered might; 
And I rush forth, his endless light to drink, 
Tbe Day before me, after me, the night. 
The Heavens above, and, under me, the Main ! 
A beauteous dream ! but he, the while, is gone! 
Alas, corporeal wings must seek in vain. 
To mate wilb those, that urge tbe Spirit on! 
Yet there's a power in every breast innate. 
That lilts the soul, and hurries it along. 
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When, lost amid the clear/ blue sky, elate. 

The lark unfolds her trilling song — 

When, o'er the pine-clad mountain's giddy height, 

On balanced wings, the eagle soars — 

Or, when the crane pursues her onward flight. 

O'er lands and seas, to gain her native shores ! 

WAGNER. 

I, too, have built me castles in the air. 

But never yet indulged so wild a whim— 

'Tis tiresome, long at fields, and trees, to stare: 

I never saw the bird whose wings I envied him ! 

How difierently lead the Mind's delights 

Our hearts along, from book to book, at will ! 

How bright and cheering are the winter nights, 

While blissful glowings all our pulses fill ! 

And oh, when we some precious manuscript unrol, 

Doth not all Heaven descend upon the soul ? 

FAUST. 

With but one impulse, friend, thou art possest ; 

Oh, never cultivate the other — ^never ! 

Two souls, alas, are lodged within my breast; 

To quit the first the second struggles ever ! 

To Earth, with grappling organs, one would cling. 

The other, bursting upwards thro' the mist. 



To the liigh regianjd uf our grundsire's Hpriug; ! 

Oh, then, if Spirits in the air exist, 

Doomed, between Earth and Heaveo, to bold their swaA 

Now let tbem from their golden spheres descend. 

And bear me to a new, and happier life, away ! 

Oh, that a charmed cloak some Power would lend. 

To waft me o'er far distant lands i 

I'd not exchange it, for the rich array. 

The proudest Monarch of the Kiirth commands ! 

WAGNBR. 

Invoke not. Sir, the well known swarms. 
That streaming thro' the Welkin spread, 
Preparing for mankind such fierce alarms, 
From every quarter of the compass sped ! 
The sharp-toothed Spectres, from the North, 
Press on you with their arrowy tongues- 
Next, from the East, tlie witlierJng Fiends come fortb;^ 
Eager to batten on your lungs '. 
If, from the Desart, South bis brood accurst 
Despatch, to pile their torches on your brain. 
The West will send bis troop, refreshing first. 
To drown your meadows, and yourself, wilhrai 
They love to listen, as they mischief love. 
Obey with joy, as they deceive, with juj — 
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They bear themselves as Legates from above. 
Whispering, like angels, when they lie ! 

But, let us go — The world is robed in grey; 
I feel the dew; and keen the breezes play : 
A roof is welcome at the close of day ! 
Bat Sir, what see yon there, so strange. 
That you stand peering thro' the twilight so I 

PAUST. 

See'st thou a black dog thro' the stubble range ? 

WAGNER. 

Nay, what of him ? I marked him long ago. 

PAUST. 

Observe him well — ^What dost thou take him for ? 

WAGNER. 

A poodle, as I live ! and nothing more. 
Hunting at heel, to track his master out. 

FAUST. 

See, how, in spiral lines, he sweeps about. 
Each ring approaching nigher still, and nigher ! 
Leaving, or I my senses doubt. 
Behind his path, a train of fire ! 

WAGNER. 

Nought but a coal-black Poodle I perceive — 
Some wayward fancy must your sight deceive ! 



58 FAUST. 



PAU8T. 

He seems to me, as if he rouad us wove 
Light, magic springes, to ensnare our feet ! 

WAGNER. 

Shyly, and doubtfully, I see him move, 

Perplexed two Strangers, in his master's stead to meet. 

FAUST. 

The circle narrows — ^^and.he now is near! 

WA6KBB. 

You see a dog— No Goblin, Sir, is here — 
Doubtful, he growls, and stretches himself out. 
While, like all dogs, he wags his tail about. 

FAUST. {To the dog.) 
Come, come along with us ! 

WAGNBR. 

Yes, yes, 
A foolish Poodle dog, and clever 'tis — 
If you but stop, he'll stand upright for ye— 
Speak to him, and he fawns upon your knee — 
Whate'er you leave behind he's sure to bring. 
Nay, take the stream, if there your stick you fling. 

FAUST. 

Thou sayest true — I have no doubt remaining. 
Touching a Demon — This is nought but training. 
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WAGNER. 

Even in a dog, when disciplined aright, 
Tl= wi.es. ™.„.,«,..k, delist., 
The kindest treatment he deserves from you — 
He is your Student's scholar, apt, and true. 

(They enter the Town Gate.) 



W) FATST. 



FAUST'S STUDY. 
FAUST, (Entfring wiik the Poodle.J 
Frtmi out the meadows I withdraw. 
Which the deep gloom of night conceak, 
Aud» with an inward, solemn awe. 
The better soul in ns reveals! 
Now all wild thoughts are luOed to rest. 
And. with them, cease presomptnons deeds; 
The love of God now stands confest; 
To which the love of Man succeeds! 
Be quiet. Poodle — run not to and fro ! 
What art thou sniffing at, about the door.' 
Ijie down behind the stove — see, there I throw. 
For thee, my softest cushion, on the floor ! 
As there without, just now, upon the hill. 
Thy frisking gambols us awhile amused — 
So, like a well-bred guest, here lie then still : 
Be not my hospitality abused ! 

Ah ! when the lamp, with friendly light. 
Again our narrow cell illumes, 
W^e feel that all witliin is bright: 
The heart its consciousness resumes. 
Reason again begins to speak. 
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V 


And cheering; IJope again to glow; 


^ 


Agaiu tlie i^prings of Life we seek. 


•>i 


There, whence its earliest waters flow ! 




Nay, growl not, Poodle ! With the solemn tone, 




That now my soul so elevates. 


. 1 


Thy brutish whine is not in unison ! 


■IT 


Mankind too often underrates 


'"• M 


All that it cannot comprehend ; 


" I 


Still grumbling at the good, and great, 


'" 1 


Because its self-love tliey offend. 


... ■ 


And must a dog, in this, Man imitate '. 


...» ■ 


But ah, I feel, content no longer flows, 


" m 


(Howe'er my will may strive to interpose) 


... ■ 


Pure from my breast I Why must the stream run 


in^l ■ 


So SDOD, and leave us in our thirst to lie '. 


" m 


As I have learnt too painfully! 


p ■ 


Yet, we may easily supply this dearth, 


.> .■ 


Learning to hold in proper estimation 


■r m 


The good that is beyond this Earth- 




Still, must we yearn for Revelation; 


1 


Whose blessings no where brighter shine, 


.. ^ 


Than in the Apostolic Work Divine. 


' m 


So now, for once, an honest zeal. 


" ■ 


To ope the blest Original, I feel— 


J 
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A portion of the text I meditate 
In my beloved German to translate. 

{He opens the boot, and sets about hii task*} 
" In the Beginning was the Word.'' Even here, 
I halt ! who shall for me the meaning cliear I ^ 
The Word I never can so highly prize : 
I must expound it otherwise ! 
This, if the Spirit rightly govern me, 
^* In the Beginning was the Mind" should be. 
But, of the phrase bethink thee once again. 
Nor fear to check thy over hasty pen : . 
Is it the Mind, by which all works and grows? 
Power is the word I rather would propose — 
Yet, even as I write the sentence out. 
My own construction I am forced to doubt ! 
'Tis thy assistance, Spirit Divine, I need ! 
I feel it ! and thus boldly I proceed 
To write, " In the Beginning was the DEED !" 

Poodle, if I the room with thee must share, 
Thy howling, and thy barking, prithee, spare I 
For such a curst, unruly guest 
I cannot bear so near me, I protest ! 
It grieves me my protection to deny ; 
But one of us must go, or thou, or I. 
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The door stands open — ^to depart thon'rt free. 
Bat, what do I before me see ? 
Can this in Nature's order be ? 
Is't shadow, or reality ? 

What powerfaLunpolse makes my Poodle rise. 
And swell to snob prodigious size 1 
A dog no longer to my sight ' 

He seems ! That I should harbour such a Sprite ! 
Now, like a Hippopotamus he grows — 
What flaming eyes, what horrid tusks, he shews ! 
Monster, I hold thee in my meshes tight ! 
To deal with such a mongrel Imp of Hell, 
The key of Solomon shall serve me well ! 

SPIRITS, (Jit the passage,) 

One of us is caught within! 

Let none follow — Stay without! 

Like an old fox in a gin. 

The lynx of Hell would struggle out! 

But, take care. 

Flutter here, flutter there. 

To and fro. 

As ye go; 

And he will yet escape the snare ! 

If ye can but relieve him. 
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In the larch do not leave him; . ^ 

For to him ye well know, t . . jut 

How much we all owe! • - ,■ 

PAU8T. .. * «. .* I 

To encounter him, what ne«d I morey *■■■ f*\ «* H 



Ihan to utter the spell oi 


the 


FOUR 1 


I . F..I, »■!» 


Salamander shall glow. 






■•■•. .. At : »' 


Undina shall flow. 






• .ifr.f'fJI 


Sylph melt in the Sky, 






^•* .fr. '/ 


On Earth Kobold ply ! 






'1 . X *f^t ^t 


The Elementi) who doth net know, 


. i\ ...1 9 


Their energies, 






•• ft t7 ff. 


Their properties. 




• 


*-. ■ ... r 


The Spirits' Master ne'er 


will 


grow! 


• 


In flames disappear. 






' - ■-. ! 


Salamander ! 






r 



In a torrent, rush clear, 

Undina ! « 

Shine a Meteor fair, ■ ' ' 

Thou Sylphid! i . 

My house be thy care, - . ^ 

Incubus, Incubus! 

Step forth, and finish the charm for us ! 



FAUST. 


m 


None of the Four lurks in the brute, 7 see- 




How quietly he lies, and grins at me ! 




As yet I've harmed him not ; bat he shall feel, 




That I command a Spell more powerful still ! 




Say, what art thoo, friend '. 




A deserter from Hell '. 




To this symbol attend- 




Before it. the darkest of Spirits must bend ! 




With bristling bair, already see bim swell '. 


m 


Base Reprobate, Him can'st thou read '( 


I 


^L The One, who ne'er sprung from a seed — 


I 


^f The wantonly pierced, whom it never was given 


1 


To us to pronounce, tbo' He's spread thro' all Heaven ! ^M 


At the back of the stove, where he lies. 


■ 


He swells to an Elephant's size ! 


1 


He'll, at last, to a vapour expand. 


1 


K And fill the whole space, where I stand ! 




V To the ceiling attempt not to rise- 




Base Monster, down, down at my feet ! 


■ ■' 


My threats thou no more wilt despise — 


■■■■< 


K H will scorch thee with Heavenly heat ! 


.... ^ 


H'^ait not for 


■ 


H The treble glowing fire ! 


" ■ 


B 


.,r ■ 


^^b 


J 
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Wait not for 

The fearful spell I have iu store ! 

{As the Mist disappears^ enter MbphistoIphblsS, 
from behind the stove, dressed as a trcBvelling 
Scholar.) 

MBPHISTOPHELBS. 

What means this coil ? What is it, you require ? 

PAUST. 

The Poodle's kemal this ? No more 
Than a poor travelling Scholar ! 'Tis 
Most laughable ! 

MEPHISTOPMELES. 

Doctor, your hand I kisff — 
You made me sweat tremendously ! ' 

FAU^T. ' 

What is thy name ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. * ' ' ^ 

A trifling question this, 

s 

From one, who treats the Word so slightingly !• • » 
From one, who sets no store on outward show. 
But to the bottom of lill -things would go ! 

FAUST. 

Full oft, with Gentlemen, like you, indeed," 
Your nature in your name we read. 



a 



FAUSr. 


*8 


Tliiq nrill hp nlctin iinniicrh in a\} 




.M.UI3 nut uc pjUIU CUlfli^U lU alL| 

If yon the Fly-God man should call, 




Or Liar, or Destroyer. Say who thmi 


art '. 


MBFH18T0PHBLES. 




Why, of THAT Power I am a part, 


f 


That Btill wills evil, yet produces good. 


mlI 1 
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By this your riddle what is understood i 




MEPHISTOPHELIiS. 


.*<# 


I am the Spirit, that evermore denies ; 


•.«^ 


With reason, too— for all things that arise 




Deserve annihilation. Better 'twere 




Tbat nothing; should arise ! Whate'er 


. i-.lt 


By Sin, Destruction, Evil, in short, is meant, ,i|-r,!| r»iJT 


_, ,_ „, 


.11 


1 bat IS my proper t^lement' 


FAUST. 


«4 


^K You call youraeir a part, yet whole appear 


tomef [ft 


^^M M&PHIt^TUPHBLiES. 


1 )l 


^M I speak the truth, with all humility. 


' •«' iniiiiMA 


H Tho' Man, that Microcosm of Folly, call 


." 1 II 'niM.« 


H Himself a whole; yet but a part am I 


■ .iil 


H. Of that Division, which, at first, was all ; 


I 1 


^^L A portion of that dense ohscnrity. 


..« ^ 




,1 ^1 


^ 


J 



Hat claims precedence o'er his Mother, Night ! 

Bat here his struggles must prove ever vain — 

Fast linked to Bodif be mast still remain : 

He streams from Bodi/ ; Body he jnakes bright ; 

And Bodif stops him, in his rapid flight ; 

I hope ere long, with Body, he will sink oatright ! 

FA I) ST. 

Now your high calling I perceive; — 

On a large scale to work not having leave. 

You must begin upon a smaller one. 

MKPHISTOPHRLES. 

And truly little, that way, can be done. 

That Something, which to Nothing you oppose. 

The Earth, as far as tbat gross compound goes. 

However I may toil, and sweat, 

I never could come at it yet ! 

What boots the Flood, the Tempest, Earthquake,' " 

If they destroy not either Sea, or Land '. 

And that damned stuff, the breed of Man and Brute. 

From it I ne'er could gather any fruit ! 

Tho' myriads I have laid beneath the ground. 

Fresh blood to circulate is ever found ! 

The state of things is grown, at last, so bad. 

I vow it is enough to drive one mad ! 



FAUSt. 


«s 


Hourly, from Air, and Water, as from Earth, 


.1 1 


What countless germs receive a living birth, ' 


'<«' 


From out the Dry. the Moist, the Warn, the Coli* ! 


[■•I-* 


If I to Fire did not loeep fast my hold. 


■>»f 


There would be nothing 1 conid claim as mine ! 


.iM 


FAUST. 


„i 1 


So, thou, against Creation's Power Divine, 


..,n» 


The ever-working, fostering, benign, 


^' 


Must clench thy spiteful, Devil's fist, in vain! 


■'" 


Foul spawn of Chaos, can'st thou not retrain 


y> 


From this, awhile, and try thy hand elsewhere '. 




MEPHISTOPMELES. 




We'll think of this, wh«n we have time to spare ; 


t 


At present, I would sue for my dismission. 


jin 


K FAUST. 


'II 


H If thou would'st go, why ask for my permission i 


1 


H "We're now acquainted ; and thou art quite free. 


" 


J Whenever so disposed, to visit me. 


'»( 


Both door, and window open stand : 


<A 


The chimney, too, thou may'st command. 


.1/ 


K MEPFIISTOPHBLES. 


■.;ri 


^f A trifling object, it must be confest. 


.(1 


My passage hence hath power to arrest — 


I 


The Fairy-foot upon the Entrance' sill. 


M 
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PAU8T. 

The Pentagram id then your obstacle ? ' ^ 

Explain to me, thou son of Hell, 

If that thy footsteps can repel, • 

How gott*st thou in ? How was so subtle a -Denion caugUt? 

MBPHISTOPHELBS. 

Observe it close; you'll find *tis not well wrought: 
The outer angle is not duly closed. 

FAUST. 

That casualty was luckily disposed ! 
Thou art my prisoner, then, if I am right. 
And by an accidental oversight ! 

MBPHISTOPMELBS. 

The Poodle, entering, nlade a heedless spring; 
But, now, 'tis quite another thing : 
Because the />et7t7 can't get out again ! 

FAUST. 

Why not contrive it by the window, then ? 

MEi^HISTOPHBLBS. 

A law compels us Fiends, and ail the Spectre-Rout, 
The self-same way they entered, to go out. 
The first is at our choice — the secotid not. 

FAUST. 

Then, Hell itself it's laws hath got t 
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It likes me well — for, thus, a binding pact, 
Even with you Gentlemen, one may contract I 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

All that we promise, that shalt thou enjoy, 

Without jahatcment, or the least alloy. 

Yet, to .explain this is not quite so easy ; 

We'll leave it to another time, so please ye. . » 

But, now^ again I humbly pray, . i 

You'll give me leave to go away. 

9 

FAUST. '< 

Stay a few moments longer here, until 
Thou'st told me something more agreeable. 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

Let me go now — I'll soon be here again : 
Then, all you wish to know I will explain. 

FAUST. 

Thou wily Fiend, for thee no snare I set ; 
'Twas of thy own accord thou sought'st my net : 
Who's caught the Devil once 3honld closely watch him ; 
A second time, I wot, he'll hardly catch him ! 

MEPHISTOPHBLBS. 

I am prepared, if such your pleasure be, 
Here, in this room, to keep you company ; 
On one condition only, that the while, 
My arts the heavy moments may beguile. 
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PAU8T*. . .; ^ '. ^, t«'l 

With all my heart — For thi9 tfapa hast firf^Mvir/ 
If I from them amasement may recetve. i 

More, for thy senses, thou, my fnendy sMi gfWi 
In one short hour, than e'er }kon coaU'st obl^iiii; 

In a whole year of dull monotony. . ;• bf^f 

The strains the gentle Spirits for thee shall iwg;^ 
The lovely imagery they aballbr^Bg, t>t v^tr 'U 
Will be no empty Magic s^ow.fpr thee. /> // 

They o'er thy sense of smell. sha^ ndi^. deligfal^ . f 
Cull for thy taste whate'er's. iiiost^exquisitef! ^ i < 
And all thy keenest feelings vavi»b quite! 
No tedious preparation wild they need ;. 
All are assembled — let the song proceed ! 

SPIRITS, .^ 
Vanish, ye dreary 
Arches on higli !,;:,.,. 
Let in the cheery , ., » 
Blue of the Sky ! 
Faint Stars are gleaming,j^. ^ 
Milder Suns beaming, . 
O'er the face of the day ! 
Ye bright Sons of Heaven, 
As ye bend to and fro. 



. / ; . ' 
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To ye be it given, 

With isplendor to glow ! 

Let a longing desire 

To reach them aspire ! 

Let a flattering cover 

Be spjt^ad o'er the fields , 

And o'er the nook hover. 

Where many a lover 

His plighted heart yields ! 

What gay, shooting tendrils. 

In Bower upon Bawer ! 

The grape's heavy toasters 

Their ripe vintage shower ! 

See, how the wine, fosoning. 

In rivulets streamir. 

As, thro' diannrads, and rubies. 

It's winding course gleams ! 

Now, leaving the mountains. 

It swells to a Lake, 

For the hills, that surround it, 

A miner to make ! 

And the t^Mtnts of Ether 

Are sipping delight. 

As merrily Sun-wards 



y 
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They wing their swift flight. 
And flock to the Islands, 
That glance on the flood ! 
Now hark to the Chonifi 
Deep pealing aloud I 
In the meadows before us. 
Behold, on the green-sward, 
What numbers are dancing. 
Now here, and now there, . 
Retreating, advancing, 
In the buxom, fresh air ! . 
Some the Hills are exploring. 
Others swim o'er the Seas ; 
While some are high soaring. 
Afloat on the breesse ! 
After life all are pressing. 
Towards every bright Star, 
That, loving and blessing. 
Flames out from afar ! 

MKPHISTOPHELKS. 

He sleeps ! Well done, my gentle Sons of air ! 
Right cunningly did ye the Song prepare — 
For it has locked him in a trance profound ! 
For this brave Concert, I am in your debt : 



FAUST. 75 



He's not the man to bind the Devil yet ! 

Encircle him with your sweetest visions round ; 

Be all his thoughts in soft illusion drowned ! 
But now, to burst the magic spell, 
Tooth of rat must serve me well ! 
Long to wait I need not fear me ; 
One rustles by/ who soon shall hear me ! 

The Sovereign Lord of rats and mice. 
Of flies, and frogs, of bugs, and lice. 
Commands thee straightways to come out. 
And gnaw the threshold thereabout. 
Where on the sMMie oil hath ^dinopped — 
See, forth he hath already hopped I 
Now, quick to work ! 'Tison the edge. 
In front, there^ of- the outward ledge — 
Another bite, and it is done ! 

FAUST. (Wakinff.) 
Again deceived f And, are 'they gone. 

The Goblin Troop ? Was't but a lying dream. 

That I confronted with thci Fiend should seem? 

Was't but'a Poodte dt^, that Msprmg afwsiy t 



.1 . '" < 
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FAUST. 



FAUST'S STUDY. I 

PAUST. — MBPHISTOPHBLJBS. 



FAUST. 

A knock f Come in — anotker (dague, to^dajr! 

MBPHISTOPHELES. I 

Tisl. 

FAUST. 

Come in ! 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. i 

PrcMioance it thrice. / 

FAUST. 

Come in, then ! 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

Right! That will suffice. . 
We're likely to agree, it seems. 
To chase away your idle dreams. 

Like to a noble youth I now appear, i i 

In gold-laced scarlet vest ^Lrvayed, , i 

Under a cloak of stiff toticade — i 

A cock's plume in my cap I wear. 
With a long rapier at my side. ' 

I'd have you snch a dress provide; 
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That so, you, debonnair, and free, 
A little of the world may see. 

FAUST. 

In every garb, I must endure, alas. 

Earth's cabined life of misery ! 

Too old in play my days to pass, > ' ^ 

Too young, without a wish to be i 

What from the World could I obtain ? ^ 

'* Abstain thou must — Thou must abstain, 

Is still the stale, unvaried Song, 

That in our ears for ever ring&i 

And this, thro'ont our whole life kn^) 

Hoarser, and hoarser, every minHte sings ! 

Each Morning, I awake, in fear, . : » 

And fain my Intterest tears would nm. 
To see the Day, whose dull career ■■.:' 
Shall gratify no wish— «-not one ! •* » <» - 

While each presentiment of joy 

It shall, with captiousnesS) alloy ! . ( ,-■> jui 

The full creations of my glowing. hreaftl^ . :<'i ro . nf 

A thousand worldly trifles shaU molest! . .,>,;! 

Again, at the return of Night, .^ , ,r> / 

When I my weary couch have prest, // 

What horrid dreams my slumbers fright. 
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Whilst I, in vain, must sigh for rest ! 

The God, that dwells within my soul. 

My inward Man may toss about. 

And all its energies controul. 

But hath no power o'er aught without ! 

On me Existence hangs, a loathsome weight;. 

I long for death, and life I hate ! 

MBPHIBTOPHELBS. 

Yet, Death is never a quite welcome guest. 

FAUST. 

Yes, he, of all mankind, is* truly blest, 
Whose brow, amidst the blaze of Victory^ ■ 
Death with the blood bespri&kled laurel binds ;: 
Or he, whom in a Maid^i's arms^ he finds. 
After a night of dance, and-rerelry !; 
Oh, that I'd sunk before the Spirit's might, ^ • 
Entranced, exhausted* souUlesus quite^!' 

Yet somebody, I rather think, .= * ' • > » . .• 

One night a certain- brows <|iaiGe ' wmiM not drink. , : 

FAUST-. 'I M, I .» u ,; ,. fu. I 

Is seems thou lov'st to play tte^Spy ? ■ * ..','=> <? i. « . . 

MBPHISTOPlJBLS^. » m , , 

.' 'I'l;'? Altho' .. J? -. ? -n^' f 

Omniscient I am not, 'tis much I know. 



• i; 
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FAUST. 

Well — since a sweet, and once familiar sound. 

From Horror's depths, my soul could raise. 

Weaving a charm my childish feelings round, 

With the according note of happier days — 

My curse on all delusions that bewrap 

The spirit, and with their juggleries entrap ; . 

The while> with Flattery's blinding.spell. 

They chain it in this dreary cell ! 

Accursed by the high opinion, , 

That o'er the Mind usurps dominion ! 

Accurst the cheat of outward show. 

That tramples down our feelings so ! 

Curst be whate'er our dreams beguiles ! 

Accurst the ignis-fatuus of Fame ! 

Accurst be that, which, like possession, smiles ! . 

So wife, and child, the serf, and plough we name. 

Accurst be Mammon, when his treasures 

To venturous deeds our souls eKoite ; 

Accurst, when he, for slothful pleasures. 

Labours to smootli our pillow right I 

Accurst the balsam by the wine-grape nurst I . 

Accurst the extacy, which Love we call ! 

Accurst be Hope ! Be. Faith accurst ! 

And curst be Patience, most of all ! 



80 



FAUST. 



Chorus of INVISIBLB SPIRITS. 

Woe, woe! 

Hoa iuMt crashed . i . . . 

The lo¥dy woiid, / 

With mighty hand ! ; k^ 

It reeli, and cannot stand— ' ' 

Down it is hnried! i 

A Demigod 'twas struck the Maw, I . 

That laid it low ! 

The scattered fragments 'tis onr duty, '- . ^ 

To carry to primeval noaght, ) ^* r 

Bewailing its departed beaiity. 

As we ought ! 

ThoQ mightiest of the Sons o#^ Men I f^o^ --^ -*'\' *rr/ 

In nobler fashion, build it tqi fl^n^l * >< / 

Let thy own bosom it r^sew I ^' .' f'*' { <v * * 

With purer thoughts^ a new career tmrsae; « » . . 

And then, new Hearenly strams 

CHiaU wdl requite thy pain^r! ■ h 

MfiMrf8TOPii«L M . 

These are the youngsters <tf my cboir. ^ .;i i.i>> 

HariL, how, with sense beyeod their age, 
They now impart aooanset^age^^ ' . i.> ,■ x .^ .s^ .y 
When love of action the]p4nspii^, * - 'A' a w 



. r t 
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And wonid allure yonr sonl to blias ! i^JV 

Away, into the World, from this, * WW 

This weary Solitnde, ao dread, , j.»4T 

Where life's sap stagtiates, and each pulse lies, dead MT 
Oh, cease to trifle with thy misery, ,<itgini *11W 

That, like a vulture, preys upon thy heart'h bM jAmh II 
For, even in the homeliest Company, I n M tiwMI 

Thou may'st feel conscious that a man thou Bit ^ < •vsttl A ! 
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Not that I would pretend, of course, 

YoH, Sir, among the Mob to force. 

'Tis true, I am no Magnate of the Land ; 

But, if you'll let me taise yon by the band: 

Content to tread Life's maze with me. 

My services you may command — 

Sir, from this boar, in me, you seeiivl .ati^mt lalihiH ill 

A friend, companion, nay, your </aar*a«<titil til*i> idt'tkil 

If to your liking I bebave. ,l€>gin4t .i*t« ^ 4»W 

FAUST. .-I ■•W 
What, for thy service, must I pay 

MSPHI8TOPHELBS. 

For that I'll give you a long day. 

PAUST. 

No, no — that would not answer quite : 
: The Devil was e'er a selfish wlgbt. 
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That he should serve a man were odd, 

Without a fee, just for the love of God ! 

Speak your terms plainly out ; since, in one's house. 

Faith, such a lackey might prove dangerous ! 

MBPHISTOPHBLBS. 

To serve you here, Sir, I myself will bind, 
Still, without slumbering, at your beck to be. 
If, when on ioiker side ourselves we find. 
You will consent to do as much for me. 

PAUST. 

That other side I little prize — 

If you this World have power to crush. 

Another, from if s wreck, may rise. 

From this alone my transports gush ; 

And it's Sun shines up(m my woes : 

Could I of these, at once, dispose. 

What would and could might, then, succeed ! 

Further to hear I do not need — 

I care not whether, in that oih^r state, 

There may be room for love and hate. 

Or whether, in that distant Sphere, 

There be a High, and Low, as here ! 

MBPH18T0PHBLA8. 

In this mood, you the risk may dare. 
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First bind yourself, according to our law ; 
The wonders of my Art, then, freely share ; 
Wonders, which yet no Mortal ever sAw. 

FAUST. 

And what, poor Devil ! can'st thou bestow I 

When was it given to one like thee^ to scan 

The mighty spirit of aspiring Man ? 

Oh, yes, of food, that sates not, thou dost know — 

Slippery red gold thou canst provide. 

That, like quicksilver thro' the hand will glide — 

A game, at which no mortal ever won — 

A Maid, that, while within my arms she lies. 

Leers at my neighbor, with her wanton eyes — 

Or bright-eyed Honour's Godlike glow. 

That like a Meteor, flashes, and is gone I — 

Shew me your fruit that rots, ere one can choose — 

Your tree, that every day it's green renews. 

MEPHI8TOPHBLE8. 

The task imposed afirigfats not me ; 

Those treasures I can give to thee. 

Come, my good friend, the time is drawing nigh. 

When we may feast on damties peacefully. 

PAU8T. 

If e'er I rest me on a slothful bed, 

g2 
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Then let there be an end of me ! 

If e'er thy flattering lures, around me spread, 

Can trap me into self-complacency. 

If e'er, with pleasure, thou my heart betray, 

Be that for me my latest day ! 

FU risk the wager. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Done ! 

PAUST. 

And, be it instantly I 
Whene'er I to the passing moment say, 
" Tarry awhile, thou art so fair !" 
Then, may'st thou me in fettera lay, 
And to destruction sweep airay ! 
Then, may the death-bell toll for me — 
From thy engagement thou b^ free, — 
The clock be dumb,' it's index fast, — 
For me be Time for ever jmst ! 

MBPHISTOPHBLES. 

Think well of this-^We shall remember it. 

PAU8T. 

You have tl^e right — So, do as you think fit. 
Myself I did not rashly weigh. 
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1 feel I am a slave — whether to thee, 
Or to another, UtUe skills it me ! 

MEPHISTOPHBLBS. 

I, in the College HaU, this very day, 
iShall, as your Servant, wait on you ; 
But, to make sore, I first must pray. 
That you'll indulge me with a line or two. 

FAUST. 

Pedant ! In writing must it be, forsooth ? 

Knowesf nought of Man, nor of his word of truth ? 

Surely my bare word should be pledge enough. 

If it my future destiny decide ! 

Raves not the World through smooth and rough ? 

And, by a promise, why should I be tied ? 

Yet is this error planted in the heart ; 

And with it who would wish to part ? 

Happy the man, whose conscious breast 

Feels of the purest truth possest ! 

He by no sacrifice is damped ; 

But written parchfflent,-duly stamped. 

That is a bugbear all men fly ! 

Once in the pen, the word will die ; 

And wax and leather gain supremacy 1 
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Spirit of Evil, name my present task ; 

Brass, marble, parchment, paper, dost thou ask ? 

Pen, style, or chisel must I use ? 

All are alike to me — be thine to choose. 

MBPHISTOPHELE6. 

Why waste your eloquence ? You, sure^ might treat 
Such a mere trifle with less heat ! 
The smallest scrap of paper will stand good ; 
Only subscribe it with a drop of blood. 

FAUST. 

If such a toy your whim will satisfy. 
In thwarting it I see no use. 

MBPHI6TOPHELE8. 

Blood, I confess, is a peculiar juice. 

FAUST. 

Fear not I ever from my bond will fly ! 
The struggles of my soul's desire 
With this my promise all conspire. 
Too high, alas, I dared to soar ! 
' Now must I be like thee — no more ! 
The mighty One on me looked down ; 
And Nature from my grasp hath flown ! 
For me, the thread, of contemplation 
Is snapped — all Learning's now my execration ! 
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In sensual pleasures let us reel. 
Till Passion's glow we cease to feel 1 
Let Magic all her wondrous gifts sublime. 
From out their veil occult, to us present ; 
Let*s headlong plunge into the rash of Time, 
Into the rolling Sea of Accident ! 
There, may Success, and Disappointment reign, 
Alternating with pleasure, and with pain — 
For restless action is Man's proper Sphere ! 

MEPHI8TOPHBLK8. 

Measure, nor end is set to thy career. 
Drink deeply from all sources of delight ; 
And snatch at every good may cross thy flight ! 
Of the rich treat I give thee joy ! 
Fall to, at once, and be not coy ! 

FAUST. 

Mere pleasure never shall be my employment : 

I seek the maddening whirl, the torture of enjoyment. 

Enamoured hate, and animating pain ! 

My bosom, cured of Learning's thirst, would fain 

Henceforth itself to every pang lay bare. 

And suffer all the rest of Mortal's share ! 

Yes, I, within my inmost soul. 

All eagerly would seek the whole. 
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And boldly grapple with both High and Lew^ 
There to concentrate all their weal and woe — 
Thus would my individual self, thro' all 
Expand, and perish, with the general £edl ! 

MBPHISTOPHELE8. 

Believe me, who the cud have chewed, 

Some thousand years, on this tough food. 

That, from the cradle, to the bier. 

No man has yet been able, here. 

The ancient leaven to digest ! 

By one of tis be it c<mfest, 

Twas for a God alone, tjus whole was made. 

He still resides in endless I4ght ; 

O'er us He endl^ss Darkness laid ; 

For you He fashioned Day, and Night. 

FAUST. 

I say, I will — 

MEPHISTOPHSLES. 

Yes, that may do. 
One thing is true (I'm sorry for't) 
That Art is long, and Life is short. 
Advice, I think, you still might listen to — 
Make, then, a Poet, your associate, 
And let the Gentleman expatiate 
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Thro' Fancy's airy Realm, to shed 

The noblest qualities upon your head — 

The Lion'^s courage you will need. 

United with the Reindeer's speed ; 

The fiery blood of Italy, 

With Northern durability. 

Let him, for you, the secret find, 

With cunning magnanimity to bind. 

Or, when Youth's fiercest fires you prove. 

On a fixed plan, to fall in love ! 

Even such a man myself would like to see ; 

And Mister Microcosm his name should be. 

PAD8T. 

What am I, then, if I must seek in vain. 
Humanity's fair diadem to gtiin. 
For which my senses ever strain ? 

MBPHI8TOPHELES. 

Thou art, at last, but what thou art. 
Get thee a periwig with countless locks. 
And mount thy feet on Giant socks, 
Thou'lt still remain but what thou art ! 

FAUST. 

How vain the treasures of the mind, at last. 
That I had on my brain amassed ! 



90 FAUST. 



And when, at length, my spirit would repose, 
No new-born energy from out it flows : 
I am not yet a hair-breadtii higher. 
Or to Infinitude a whit the nigher ! 

MBPHISTOPHBLBS. 

Nay, my ^ood Sir, you all things see, 
No better than the Generality: 
We must a surer method try, 
Before Life's joys our grasp shall fly. 
Zounds ! Hast thou not both hands and feet ? 
And are not head, and haunches thine I 
If to enjoy my own to me is sweet. 
Is it the less, I ask you, mine ? 
If I can Six Coach horses stall. 
Mine are the sinews of them all : 
And, move I not as proper as a man. 
As tho' on four and twenty legs I ran I 
Wake up ! Thy gloomy thoughts let be ; 
And out into the world, with me ! 
Whoe'er to feed on Theory is found. 
Is like a beast upon a barren sand. 
Driven by some Demon, round, and round. 
With fair green fields on either hand ! 
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FAUST. 

But, how must we begin ? 

MEPHISTOPHBLBS. 

Be off, even now — 
This is a place of Mart3rrdoin, I row ! 
To bind yourself, and pupils, to such thrall, 
(You will excuse me !) life I cannot call — 
To Doctor Paunch, your neighbour, leave it all. 
In threshing straw, why toil in vain, 
When the best gleanings of your brain 
With the poor lads you dare not share ? 
But, hark ! I hear one on the stair. 

FAUST. 

I cannot possibly receive him now. 

MEPHI8TOPHELES. 

The boy hath waited long below ; 
Let him not disappointed go ! 
To me year cap and gown allow : 
This masking dress is sure to fit. 

{Putting on the dress.) 
Just leave me to my Mother wit. 
A quarter of an hour is all I want : 
Meantime, get ready for our pleasant jaunt. 

(Exit Faust. 
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Wisdom and knowledge 'tis but to despise. 
Those two main pillars of Humanity ; 
Thy soul surrender to the Spirit of lies, 
A willing victim to his jugglery, 
Then art thou unconditionally mine ! 
Fate did his restless nature so incline. 
That he, unshackled, ever on must keep. 
And, in his rash, impatient strife. 
All Earthly pleasures overles^ 1 
Rut I will drag him thro' the waste of life. 
It's flat, and weary nothingness- 
Gaping, £md sprawling, shall he flounder there. 
While, mocking his insatiableness. 
Both food and drink his lips shall hover near. 
And he, in vain refreshment crave ! 
Nay, had he not become the Devil's slave, \ 

Of his free choice, nought now the wretch could saVe ! 

{Enter a Scholar.) 

SCHOLAR. . . ' 

Sir, I arrived blot long ago, . 

And, with devotioAy venture here, ^ . i .> i 

To meet a man I longed. to know, 

A name, so honored, far and near ! 



-i'» 
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MBPHI8TOPHELK8. .: y»i-<'i'''^^ 

Thanks for your courtesy. In me, --'>(( 

A many like many more» yon see-*-' * \ ' i i 

But, have you not applied elsewhere? ' j.^*^ • '* / 

SCHOLAR; ' - '^ i 

Take me, I pray, beneath your oare^ - ? -- » ■ '^ oai 
You'll find my disposition good. ' -^ -' i^ 

I lack not cash, nor wholsome Moodi ♦- ^ '-' ' -'"^ 

My Mother saw me part, with pain; ..ArihSi ;;/ 

But I abroad wouM useful knowledge gajn. - ■ '^ ^ 'i 

MBPHISTOPIIBLCS. IJ . n 

A better place than thk you will^noj/findii f- ':^'^ ,;2au,iiU 

It may be true; bnt^ to b^plain, '^•^ * - ^-^^'i lU -d 

I fairly wish myself away again-^^ ^ * / 

These musty walb are little> to my mind ; < . ^ v / 

We're all to such a narrow space confined ; 
Nought that is green we ever see ; 
Nor is there here a singletreei 

When tethered to my bench, iif^thii|,yourflaii,:riM i jc 
I feel thought, sight, and hearing vanishalll ajj ,;. «/ 

MEPHliSTOPHBLBS. - ' 

By habit, only you'll be reconciled' • iu t> / 

To this ; for even as a sucking child 
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Takes not so kindly to it's Mother's breast, 

At first, yet soon acquires the proper zest ; 

So you, at Learning's breasts the more you've plied. 

The more, you will be gratified. 

SCHOLAR. 

Round Learning's neck, I'd gladly hang for aye. 
If you, to find her, would point out the way. 

MKPHISTOPHELBS. 

fire further we proceed, inform me. Sir, 
Which of the Faculties you would prefer ? 

SCHOLAR. 

I would be truly learned, and would know 

All things in Heaven above, on Earth below : 

I would thro' Science — thra' all Nature's circle glide! 

MBPHISTOPHELES. 

You're in the road, and must not turn aside. 

SCHOLAR. 

Tho' all my energies I'd gladly strain. 
In Learning's cause, her treasures to obtain. 
Some relaxation, I must freely say. 
Were well, upon a Summer's Holiday. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Lay hold of Time — It gallops on amain ; 
But method soon will teach you time to gain. 
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Now, first of all, my dear young friend, 

A course of Logick I wonld recommend. 

That study drills the Mind aright. 

In Spanish boots laced up so tight. 

That it may warily grope it's way. 

Nor from Right-Reason's true path stray, 

Or blindly wander, here and there. 

Like Jack-o'-lantern, Grod knows where ; 

Besides, they'll take much time, to shew. 

That what you'd hit off, at a blow. 

As easily as you eat and drink. 

Must all depend on One, Two, Three ! 

The web of Thought, I can't but think. 

Should like a Weaver's process be ; 

Whose foot, at once, shall moye a thousand threads. 

As, to and fro, his shuttle flies ; 

While o'er the warp unseen the woof it spreads. 

Creating, at one throw, a thousand ties. 

Here, your Philosopher steps in, to prove. 

That in no other way the work could move. 

*' The first was so, the second so ; 

*' From these the third and fourth must fioxo : 

" If the two first had never been, 

" We the two last had never seen,'^ 
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Of this all Scholars make parade ; 

But none e'er learn the Weaver's trade. 

Who'd know, and teach a living fact, 

Must first the life of it extract : 

He holds the Elements in his hand ; 

Bnt, ah ! there wants the spirit-giving band ! 

Tis Enckyresis called, in Chemistry, 

Who still bemocks herself, unconsciously. 

SCHOLAR. 

I fear I may not rightly cdmprehend. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

You'll get o'er this, in tirtie, my friend. 
Learn your materials how tb cl^sify. 
And all reduce to system properly. 

SGHOLAiR. 

All this to understand I try in vain ! 
I feel as I'd a mill wheel in 'my brain ! 

MEPHll^rrO^HELRS. 

To Metaphysics^ next, above the rest. 

Be all your faculties addrest : 

By closest study; labcrnr to 6btaih 

That, which was >>«veri»e«iit for bumah b^^b. 

A crabbed Vord will stand yon much in ste'adj; 

For what may enter, or may not, y6nr head. 



-i.? 



: - » .- » 



^ I 
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The first half-year, I'd have you b^ .^ •: fO 

Noted for strictest regulaiit)(.^ .. /r i n^^ 

Each day, you must attend fiye hoars oomplete : - ^i // 

As the clock strikes, be sure to take your seat: - ;;{4 

Your paragraphs have ready, cut and dry, ; M 

And well conned o'er, that you may bast deiscry, lO 

Whether the Lecturer shall (kure to say * \ 

More than the book contains. Then,i^rit«:away^ < i > ^/ 
With all the diligence you may command, 

As if the Holy Ghost should guide your hand!; . ; ; \ 

SCHOLAR. 

A second time, you need not teU^me tt4^;t , r r 

Full well I know how necessary /,tiSi : , . . . ' ,./A 

For, what in black and whi^.w^'yejO|¥)e set dowi!* < r/s 
We carry home, and safely pall pur t>wn. 

But you had better choose i^ FacujLty.. , . ^ < .u^. I ^> % 

SCHQl^AH- 

Your Jurisprudence, Doctjor, suit9 not me... ,s a v .- ^ f 

Nay, there I think your jiicji^^t ii<^^ iPiui^^ . tr^^ * ^^ 
I know full we^.wha^t tii^at JP^Q£^(^ioi)M 4h»- d mu^ .\w<X 
Talk of your l^w ipid ^!i^hi^ DesoQiMl not^^tlNBAf^ \ : A 
Like an invete^te.ff^i^ily 4ii|eas^.? . . , «. ,», , r ^ . -^ 

H 



Tbey glide along, from Race to Race, 

Aod softly steal, from place to place: 

Sense becomes Donsenae, goodness held at nooght. 

Woe unto thee, that thou a Grandson art ! 

The Equity, that by the heart is taught. 

Of the disGtission never forma a part. 

SCHOLAR. 

Sir, my disgust your words more than renew : 
Happy the Youth, who studies under you ! 
Theology I've half a mind to try. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

In that, your steps I would not lead awry — 

All, who on it their lahonrs have bestowed. 

Have found it difficult to keep the road : 

There's mixed up with it so much poisonous stuff. 

To winnow out the wholesome'a hard enough ! 

To choose one Master here, be ft your care, '"l*il| 

And, after him for ever swear. 

Upon the whole, I'd have you stick to words ; 

For nothing such security affords : 

They to the Shrine of Truth will lead you straight ; 

With them, yon cannot miss the proper gate, 

SCHOLAR. 

Yet I from words some meaning would exact. 



.ptxrW. 


>«* 


HEPHISTOPHELES. 




Oh, yes ! but let not that your miud too tauch distract : 


For often, when the sense may halt. 


..^■9 


A word, adroitly used, conceals the fault. 


.-U/» 


With words, yon finely may dispute, for ever. 




With words, erect a system e'er so clever : 




Words of Belibf the Bcoeral staple make: 




Since from a word a jot yon may not take. 




SCHOLAR. 


" 


I trespass on your time too much, I fear ; 


.,..-> 


My questions, Sir, so numerous have been ! 


,,.. / 


Still I must trouble you, to let me hear 


...T 


A word or two concerning Medicine. 




Three years are nothing, when applied, 




To range a field so very wide ; 


.nV 


So that, on setting out, a useftil hint 


-T 


Might greatly aid our progress in't. 


■ it-W 


MEPHI&T0PHELE9. (Aside.) 


:>.«. 


Learning's dry jargon makes me sick at heart ! 


-^ 


I feel I must resume the Devils part. 


uAl 


H (Aloud.) 


. -JT 


^K The spirit of the Craft is caught, with ease— 


'Jt 


^B First, study well the Great World, and the smaU; 


■ 


^H Then, without hesitating, suffer all 


■ 
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To go — why, even as God shall please. 

Vainly the paths of Science you may rove ; 

A man can only gather what he can— 

WTio knows the lucky moment to improve. 

He is yonr proper man ! 

You're tolerably well built, 

And bold enough you're sure to be. 

To your self-confidence be only tme ; 

Others will put their trust in you. 

Above all things, I would propose. 

You learn the Women how to treat : 

To cure their endless " Ahls" and '* Oh Is," 

Here is a recipe complete : 

A half free, half respectful air a 

You have them all beneath your thumb ! 

'Twere well a full Diploma to provide. 

That in your skill they may confide. 

As far surpassing that of your Compeers : 

Then, at your bidding, they will draw aside 

The veil, which, from another man, might hide 

Their countless little mysteries for years ! 

To feel their pulses dexterously be s 

Then, with an ardent look, sly, and demure. 

Pass yonr arm freely round the taper waist, 

To feel how tightly they are laced. 
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SCHOLAR. 

Come, this sounds better — here one sees his way. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

All Theory, my dear young friend, is grey — 
Green is Life's golden Tree. % 

SCHOLAR. 

I voWy the whole is like a dream to me ! 

Might I again obtrude myself on you i 

I fain would hear your doctrines thro' and thro ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What little I can do you may command. 

SCHOLAR. 

Allow me, Sir, before I take my leave. 

Humbly to place my Album in your hand — » 

Let it some token of your pen receive. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Most willingly. ■ i 

{He writes, and returns the book.) 
SCHOLAR. {Reads,) * 

Eritis sicut Deus, scientes bonum et malwm^ -- ' ' >i ^ 
{He closes the book, with reverence, and depart^,) 

MEPHISTOPHELES. -^tOf I M^.i ,1 

But mind the old saw, and my cousin the fflMtkld?;^ >' ' 
And some day for thy likeness to God thou wilt quake \ ^ 
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PAU8T. {Bmtering.) 
Where go we now i 

MEPHI8TOPHELE8. 

Where'er yoo chiue— 
Well first the little, then the greater World peruse. 
To you what joy, what profit mast it bring, 
As yon shall revel thro' the busy ring ! 

FAUST. 

But I, with this kmg beard, in vain 

May hope life's easy carriage to obtain ! 

In the attempt I never shall succeed ; 

For the World's ways I ne'er was fit, indeed. 

In company, I feel myself so small ! 

I never can ccmuttand myself at all. 

. MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The Art of Life, is speedily attained : 

Trust in yourself; and you the whole have .gained. 

FAUST. 

But, from this house bow may we get away ? 
Where is thy coach ? thy horses, servants, where ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

This mantle we have only to display ; 
It soon shall waft us thro' the air. 
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For the hcid trip we are aboat to take, 

Yoa must no heavy bancUe make. 

An ounce of Gas, if duly rarified, 

(Which I at pleasure can provide,) 

Will soon convey ns oat of sight 

Of this poor Earth ; and, being light. 

We shall more easily ascend. 

On your new life I give you joy, my friend ! 



'/ 
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AUERBACirS CELLAR. LEIPZIG. 
JMy CompamUnu otunnmmg, 

FROSCH. 

Will no one drink ? none laog^ I I say : 

111 teach you how to grin.outright^ ^ . i^i t 
Your wit, that used to blaze so bright, : ., r > 
'Fore Heayen, is like wet straw, to-day ! 

BRANDER. 

The fault is thine — ^To-day, thon'rt good for nought ? 
No fun — not even a bad jest hast thou brought. 

FROSCH. 

{Throwing a jll^f9 of wine over his head. 
Here hast thou both ! 

BRANDER. 

Thou double swine ! 

FROSCH. 

Thou did'st require it of me — so, 'tis thine. 

SIEBEL. ^ 5 

Should any seek a quarrel, turn him out ! 

Come, with full lungs, sing '' Runda!" Swill, and shout. 

Hip, hip, hurrah ! Hip, hip, hurrah ! ! 

ALTMAYER. 

The Knave so splits my ears ! Some cotton, pray ! 
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SIEBEL. 

When with the strain the vaaits resound^ alone 
The real volume of the Bass is known. 

FROSCH. 

Who cannot keep his temper mast away ! 
Trallara, lira, la ! Trallara, la ! 

ALL. 

Trallara, lira, la ! 

FROSCH. 

Our windpipes are in tune to-day ! 

Sings. 
** Our Holy Roman Empire dear, 
How hangs it still together ?" 

BRANDER. 

An odious song ! Oh, fy ! political ! 

Such are the dullest songs of all ! 

Each morning, thou should'st bless the Lord, in prayer, 

» 

That for the Empire thou need'st not to care ! 

I hourly thank my fortune, more and more, 

I'm neither Emperor, nor Chancellor ! 

Still we require some head : and so, I hope, 

YeVe no objection to elect a Pope. 

Ye know, what sort of excellence. 

Best lifts a man to that proud eminence ! 
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FROSCH. iSings.) 
Dame nightingale, up, and thy warbliiigs prefpeK, 
To pipe me a sweet Serenade to my Fair! 

8IBBSL. 

A Serenade for her indeed ! Of that yon vtvM not talk ! 

FBOSCH. 

A Serenade, and kiss, for her, your Worship cdiall nof 
baulk ! 

(Sings.) 
" Undo the bolt — 'tis night, my de«r ! 
*' Undo the bolt— thy love is here ! 
** Make fSeist the bolt, when mom ihall rise !" 

SIBBBL. 

Yes, yes, sing on, and praise her to the skies ! 

Ere long, my turn to laugh 'twill be ! 

Me she deceived— -She'll do the 4anie by tktee. 

M«y she a Gallant, in a Kofoold, »e0t ! 

Oft, at a cross- way, may he with her toy ! 

Let an old He-Goat '' Good night T' to iier bleats 

As from the Blocksberg, late, he gallops by i 

An honest lad of wholesome flesh and UocmI, 

Is for the Slut a world too good ! 

Then, other Serenade I would not give her. 

Than such as may her windows diiver ! 



. t 
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BRANDER. {StrHtng the table,) 
Listen, I say — attend to me ! 
That I know manners few*Il deny : 

Since love-sick babes among us be, 
It yfere but civil, Sirs^ that I 
Should give the patients a '' Good Night!" 
Such as may hit their case aright. 
Here goes a stave, that's spic-span new — 
Strike up the chorus, all of you ! 

{Sings.) 
** Once in a Cellar linked a rat, 
'' High fed on butter, and on fat. 
" A portly paunch the greedy £If 
'' Had got him, fit for Luther's self! 
'' The Cook, who poison for him laid, 
" The world too hot for him had made — 

" As he were craeed by love !" 

Chorus, 

" As he were crazed by love !*' 

BRANBEA. 

'' Like mad, he scampered, in, and out, 

** And drank of every puddle about — 

'* He gnawed, and scratched, the whole house thro* ; 

'' But nothing could his rage subdue : 
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" So, after many a desperate spring, 

'' He soon was done for, poor dear thing ! 

'* As he were crazed by love !" 

Chorus. 

" A6 he were crazed by love !" 

BRANDER. 

** By day-light, he, for very pain, 

** Into the kitchen flounced amain : 

'* There, on the hearth, convulsed, he lay, 

" And panted in a grievous way ! 

** The poisoner laughed" — *' Oh, ho'* ** said she, 

** At his Icist gasp he lies I see, 

" As he were crazed by lone f^ 

. Chorus, 

*' As he were criuised by love!" 

SIBBEJL. 

How the dull rogues chuckle away ! 
As tho' it were the crown of .art. 
Poison for simple rats to lay ! 

BBANDER. 

How sure ^Aoa^ wert to take their part ! 

Old Fat-guts, with his shining pate, «\ »i*^'^ - ,,^ ^ 
Here feels a tender sympathy : 
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Since in the swoln rat's bloated state, 
He sees his own true effigy ! 

FAUST.— MEPHISTOPHELES. 
MEPHISTOPHELESi 

Before all things, *tis right, that I 
Should lead you into jovial company ; 
To show how lightly life is passed away ! 
These men make every day a holiday. 
With little wit, but with a iiind of glee, 
The circling measure each treads merrily, 
Like a young kitten, sporting with its tail ! 
So long no headach shall their brows assail — 
So long mine Host the needful Tick will give — 
Free from «11 care> contentedly they live ! 

BRANDBR. 

From their strange manners, and their dress, 
They're just from oflF a journey, one may guess — 
They've not been here an hour. 

FROSCH. 

Thou'st hit it there ! 
Nothing like Leipzig for the true bred air ! 
A little Paris 'tis. ^ 



.« I ' 
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8IKVBL. 

What take yon them to be ? 

FROSCH. 

Let me alone, and yon will qnickly see. 
Over onr wine, how I'll worm oat the truth. 
As easily as you'd draw an infant's tooth. 
That they are nobly bom, at once is seen, . 
In this their proud, and discontented mien. 

BRAND£R. 

A wager, they are mountebanks ? 

ALTMAYBR. 

Perhaps, 

FROSCH. 

Mark, how I'U.mistify the chaps ! 

MEPHI8TOPHELE8. (To FaU8T.)# 

Altho' he had them by the throat, I doubt. 
These men wonld never scent the Devil out ! 

FAUST. 

Good morrow to you, Gentlemen. 

SIBBBL. 

Thanks, and theilike to you again. 

{In a low voice, giving a side look at MfiPHlSTOFH&LBS.) 

Ha ! Dost thou halt on one foot. Master o' mine ? 



FAUST. Ill 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Your party. Sirs, might we have leave to join ? 
Since decent wine this fdace cannot supply. 
We'd make amends, with your fair company. 

ALTMAYER. 

Your palate seems a trifle delicate ! 

FROSCH. 

From Rippach, I suspect, you started late — 
Supped you by chance, 
With Master Hans ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Without a call, we, this time, passed his door. 
But had a chat with him the time before : 
After his Cousins, then, he tnuch enquired. 
And his bist compliments to each desired. 

(Bowing to Frosch.) 

ALTMAYER. 

{In a whisper.) 
He had you there— ^knows trap ; 

SIBBBL. 

Not quite the Fk^t, 
You thought. 

FROSCH. 

I'll hook him yet, in spite of that ! 
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MBPHISTOPHBLB8. 

Unless I err, just now, we heard the sound 
Of practiced voices, in full chorus pealing ; 
No doubt, the Echo nobly must rebound. 
From off the stone-work of this vaulted ceiling. 

PROSGH. 

Then, you yourself, it seems, are musical ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I love the art, altho' my skill is small. 

ALTMAYBR. 

Give us a song. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I've more than one for you. 

SIBBEJL. 

Weljl, only let it be bran new. « 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Since we left Spain, it is not long, 
That beauteous Land of wine and song ! 

{Sings,) 
'' Once on a time, there lived a King, 
'' Who had a monstrous flea — " 

PR08CH. 

A flea ! D'ye mark him ? No one will deny, 
A flea must be delightful company ! 
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MBPHiavaFHBLBe. (Sings.) 
*' Once on a tune, there IlYed^a Kii^, m . .^ r :u*' i 

** Who had a monstrouis flea, ? , :j • 

^' Which to his heart became, in tinue, • -'^^ 

'* Dear as a Son could be; ;■}-.,., 

*' So, calling for his tailor straight, 

" He thas the man addrest; • H 

** Measure my Flea for a suit of clothes; 

*' And make them of the best !" f 

BRAND BR. 

Good master Snip should take especial care, ^ ' 

In measuring the Favorite for his hose ; 
For, if a wrinkle be discovered there. 
His head, the bungler certainly^ will lose ! 

M£PHiSTOPHfii«BS. {Sings.) 
" In velvet, satin, and in silk, w^ 

** The minion was armyed; 
*' And eke a gold-enameled crdsB^.t 'fii^r^u<^ «s «.-tf I 

" He at his breast displayed ; 
'' Next, being made Prime Minister, i m^ I 
'' A diamond star he wero^;^>< ) inhi ni\^ 
'' And his Relations, young and old, 

" Their betters walked before. « -- ♦• 
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Tlie Lords smI Lttdies of die Court, 

" Had ae'er a moMc a f s ease ; 
** Tlie Queen, witk aO hex DAmu daiaur, 

" Was half deTowed by fleas : 
" And yet die fleas they dared not ciuck, 

'« Or banish diem oatrigfat— 
'' But we will catch, and <arack them, too, 

" Whene'er we feel one biteT 

CHORUS. (Shouting.) 
'' But we wiU catch, &c." 

PROSCH. 

Bravo ! I swear, an admirable Song! 

SISBSL. 

Such be the fate of every flea, ere long ! 

BRANDSR. 

To point the nails, and nick them, is so clever ! 

ALTMAYER. 

Here's Liberty for ever !— Wine for ever ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Were bnt your wine a little better, I 
Would pledge you in a glass to Liberty. 

SIEBEL. 

This, at your peril, say again, my friend ! 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Did I not fear I should our Host oflPend, 
Some of the best our cellar can supply 
I'd offer to this worthy company. 

8IEBEL. 

Let's have the wine — I'll take the blame on me. 

FROSCH. 

So it be goody we all shall thankful be. 
But let your sample be not over small ; 
For I can never judge of wine at all, 
Unless it IBII my mouth right well. 

ALTMAYBR. {In a whisper.) 

I'm sure 
They're from the Rhine. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Can any one procure 
A gimlet, forme? 

BRANDER. 

Nay, what would you bore ? 
Are your casks standing ready, at the door ? 

ALTMAYER. 

There lies our Landlord's box of tools. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. (To Frosch, taking a ffimUt.) 

Just say, 

i2 
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What wine you woald prefer to drink. 

PROSCH. 

Hey day ! 
Have you so many sorts ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Leave that to me— 
Each Gentleman to choose his wine is free. 

ALTMAYER. (To FrOSGH.) 

Dost' lick thy lips already ? 

PR08GH. 

WeU — ^the wine : . »' 
I choose is that, which g^ows upon the Rhine, 
Give me the produce of our Father land ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

(As he bores a hole, in the edge of the table, oppo- 
site Frosch.) 
For stoppers, we should have some wax at hand. 

ALTMAYER. 

« 

These are a common juggler's tricks. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. {To BRANDER.) ' 

And you ? 

BRANDER. >V 

Champagne for me — Let it be sparkling, too ! 



(Mephistophbles bores another hoh—weantimv 
the stoppers have been made, and the holes are 
stopped.) 

BRANDER. 

Since many a good thing from afar is brougfht. 
Why should we foreign luxuries decline 1 
Your German hates a Frenchman, as he ought. 
But never hesitates to drink his wine. 

SIEBEL. 

{As Mephistophelbs approaches his seat.) 
Your acid wine my fancy never hit ; 
No wine for me can ever be too sweet. 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. {Boring a hole.) <ti 

My best Tokay shall presently appear. 

ALTMAVBR. 
Look in my face, my Masters, if you dare ! 
That you make foola of us, is pretty clear — 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

With noble Guests, like you, it were 
Too great a liberty to take — 
Be quick, and your election make : 
Wliat wine yon redly would prefer .' 

ALTMAYER, 

Any you like, without more questions. Sir. 



HB FAUST. 

{After all the holes are stopped.) 
MBPHISTOPHELBS. ( With Strange gestures.) 
By the vine the grape is borne ; 
As the he-goat bears his horn ! 
Yonr wine is a jaice, tho' mere wood ia the vine; 
So, this table of wood may also give wine. 
A deep secret of nature lies here, you may see— 
If ye only have faith, 'twill a miracle be ! 
Now, draw your stoppers, all, and drink away. 

\LL. 

{As they pull out the. stoppers, and each man's g 
receives the wine he wished for.) 
How charmingly, for us, the fountains play I 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Only take care, that none of it yon spill ! 

{They drink repeatedly, then all sing.) 
" We're all as fresh as Cannibals, 
" Or as five hundred sows !" 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 
See their delight ' How eagerly they swill ! 



, 1 would leave this place ! 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 



A moment stay — 
w all thpir boggishness they will display ! 
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SIBBBL. 

(Whoi drifMng carelessly, spills same win^ on the 
floor, which instantly takes flre,) , 

Help ! Fire ! this^ sure, from Hell was sent ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. {Addressing the flame.) 
Be quiet, iriendly Element ! 

(ToSlBBBL.) 

Only from Purgatory, this time — never fear! 

SIBBBL. 

What was that for ? The trick shall cost him dear ! 
Sirrah, it seems, you know not who we are. 

PROSGH. 

Let him attempt it once more, if he dare 1 

ALTMAYBR. 

I think we'd better gently put him on his way. 

SIBBBL. 

How insolent, his hocus poous here to play ! 

MEPHISTOPHBL]$S. 

Silence, old wine-cask ! 

SIBBBL. 

Why, thou mopstick, thou, 
Think'st thou this rudeness we'll allow I » . 

BRANDBR. 

Wait, till oujr blows shall rain^ for thee ! 



■ . /" 



12a 



FAUST. 



ALTMAYBR. 

(Drawing ont astopper^ a Jktme yushes forth.} 
I burn ! I burn ! 

SIBBBL. 

Sbeer Sorcery I 
He's lawful game ! Let's on him fall ! 
Thrust at the villain, one and all ! 

(They draw their knives, and attack Mbphistophblbs.) 
MEPHISTOPHELBS. (With solemnity.) 
False word, and face. 
Change sense, and place r 
60, and return apace ! 
(They stand still, staring, with astonishment, at 
each other,) 

ALTMAYBR. 

Where am I, now I Oh, what a beauteous Land ! 

FROSCH. 

Vineyards, if I see right ! 

SIEBEL. 

Ripe grapes at hand ! 

BRANDER. 

Under the green leaves, what a bunch here lies ! 

(He takes Sibbbl by the nose. The rest do the 
same to one another, all brandishing their 

knives.) 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. {Solemnly as before.) 
Error, remove the bandage from their eyes ! 
You'll not forget the Devil's jesting, I suppose. 

{He vanishes, with Faust. — Each lets go his 
companion,) 

SIBBEL. 

What have we here ? 

ALTMAYKR. 

How's this i 

FROSCH. 

Was it thy nose i 

BRANDER. {To SiBBEL.) 

And I grasped thine ? 

ALTMAYER. 

Palsied are all my limbs ! 
A chair ! a chair ! I faint — ^how my head swims ! 

FROSCH. 

Nay, what has happened to us ? 

SIEBBL. 

Where's the knave ? 
If e'er we meet again, the dog shall find his grave I 

ALTMAYER. 

Out of the Cellar door, just now, astride 
Upon a hogshead, I beheld him ride ! 
A leaden weight upon my feet I feel 
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( Turning towards the table.) 
My ! can the wine be running still l 

RIEBBL. 

All was deception, empty mockery ! 

PROSCH. 

Methought I drank wine, to a'certainty. 

BRANDER. 

And, then, the grapes we seemed to hold so fast ! 

ALTMAYER. 

None shall persuade me miracles are past ! 



A WITCH'S KITCHEN. 
{Upon a low hearth stands a large kettle, over the fire. 
In the vapour, that arises from it, different figures 
are seen. — A She-Ape sits by the kettle, skimming 
it, and taking care that it does not boil over. The 
Malb-Ape sits near her, with the young ones, 
warming himself. The walls and roof are decorated 
with strange specimens of Witch furniture.) 

FAUST. — MEPH18T0PHBLHS. -J 



This frantic Sorcery I nauseate ! 
Wliat I wouid'st' my vigour reinstate. 
In this foul kennel of insanity i 
Do I need counsel from the Crone '. Not 1 1 
And what avails her Hellish cookery i 
Can that some thirty Winters set aside f 
Alas, for me ! if sucb your best resource, 
Hope in my bosom hath already died ! 
Hath not kind Nature, or the Spirit's force. 
The balsam I so pant for yet supplied l 

MEPHI8TOPHELES. 

Now you speak sense, — There is, in truth, 
A natural method to renew one's youth ; 
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But for it, in another book, 

(Tis a strange cliapler !) yon muil look. 

PAU8T. 

That I most know. 

MBPHISTOPHELE8. 

Woald yon the Recipe 
Find, without money, drugs, or Devihry, 
Into the open fields away — 
There, pick and delve, the live-long day : 
Thee, and thy Spirit* s longings, be it thine. 
Within a narrow circle to confine. 
And on the simplest food be sure to dine ! 
Live with your Cattle, in the self-same shed : 
Disdain not on your fildld manure to spread : 
I know no other method half so sure, 
Youth to the age of eighty to secure. 

FAU8T. 

I am not used to this, nor e'er shall be r 
I ne'er can teach these hands to wield a spade- 
So cramped a life would never do for me ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Then must you seek, at last, the Witch's aid. 

PAUST. 

But why, of all the world, must I, 
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To this old Beldam here apply i 

Could not yourself the dr^ich prepare ? ' " '^- '< 

MEPHI8TOPHBLBS. 

For me, in sooth, a pretty pastime 'twere ; * .• ) »: U 
Who could a thousand bridges build, the while ! 
Not only Art and Science here must join, 
But Patience with them both combine. ' ^ '* 

A quiet Spirit has, with ceaseless toil, i 

Labored at this, for years. Time may alone produce 1 
The strength, that fits it for our use. ' 

The ingredients too are passing rare, and rich ; ' i /^ 
And tho' the Devil taught it to the Witch, > / 

The draught himself he cannot brew. 

(Discovering the Apes.) 

Oh, dear. 
What charming little creatures hare we here ? 
Yonder's the Man, and this should be the Maid. 

(To the Afe8.) 
Your Mistress is from home, I am afraid ? 

APES. 

She is gone, no doubt, 

To a guzzling bout. 

Behind the chimney, there without. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

How long remains she at this feast ? 



I I 
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APB8. 

While we may warm our paw», at least. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. (7b FaUST.) 

What'think you of these little darling*, now ? 

FAUST. 

The ugliest brutes I e*er beheld, I vow ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

To such discourse as their's, I'm most inclined ; 
In none do I so much amusement find. 

{To the Apes.) 
Tell me, accursed Cubs ! what are ye both 
Now stirring in the kettle ? 

APES. 

Beggar's broth. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ye'll scarce want Candidates for that, in troth! 

MALE-APE. 

{Approaching, and fawning on MEPHISTOPHELES.) 
Come, throw n\e the dice ! 
Make me rich in a trice ! 
A sad plight I am in ; 
So, pray, let me win ! 
If I have but the pence, 
I shall never want sense ! 
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MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

How lacky would the monkey think himself, were he 
Allowed to g^amble in the Lottery ! 

{Meanwhile^ the young Apes have been playing with 
a large globe, which they, now, roll forwards.) 

MALB-APB. 

See the World, in that Ball ! 
It will rise, and will fall ; 
It is rolling for ever! 
Like glass, it wiU ring, 
And's so brittle a thing, 
That like glass it will shiver ! 
It is emptiness quite, 
Which makes it the lighter : 
See, here, it is bright ; 
And here it is brighter ! 
Still living am I ! 
Nay, nay, my dear Son, 
'Tis a thing thou must shun— ^ 
Thou surely must die ! 
Of clay is the ball, 
And to potsherds 'twill fall ! 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

What with this bolter would you do ? 
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MALE-APB. 

(Taking down a neve.) 
If a thief thou should'st be. 
This would shew it to me. 
(He runs with it to the Fbmalb-Apb, and makee 

her look thro* it.) 
This bolter please yoa to look thro' — 
Know'st thou the thief? oh fy, for shame I 
And dar'st not call him by his name? 
MEPHISTOPHELES. (Approaching th$ fire.) 
And this pot ? 

OLD APRS. 

The stupid Sot ! 

He knows it not — 

Nor does he know the kettle. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ill mannered beast ! 

MALE-APB. 

(Giving him a fly-flop.) 
Take this at least. 
And sit you in the settle. 

(He forces Mbphistophblbs to sit dmon.) 

FAUST. 

(Who, all the time, has been standing, be/ore a 
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mirror, sometimes approaching, and sometiMes 

retiring from it.) 
How's this ? WlieiiGe is the form so heavenly bright, 
That, i. tiu. miHpc mirror, charms my sight? 
O Lore, thy Hgfatest wings for me provide, 
And swift, to where she dwells, be thou my guide ! 
When I woidd quit tibis spot, alas ! 
And nearer wodd ii|^Mmch the glass. 
As fliro' a mist that lovely form I view ! 
So bright a vision. Limner never drew ! 
Can, then, a woman be so fair? 
In those sweet limbs, recombent there. 
More than the joys of Paradise I see ! 
CSan there, on Earth, her likeness be ! 

MEPHISTOPHBLBS. 

When, for six days, a God his labour plies. 
And, of his own accord, then, ** Bravo !" cries. 
We may expect good workmanship to see. 
There, feed your gaze, even to satiety ! 
I have a Mistress for yon, fair as this ; 
And think, what happiness were his. 
For whom the Fates could such a pearl provide. 
To lead her to his home, a Bride ! 
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(Faust remains gazing at the gUu^t Mbphisto- 
PHKLES stretching himself in his seat, and 
playing with the fly-flap, continues.) 
See, here I sit, a Monarch on my throne, 
A Sceptre in my hand-^there wants a Cjrown alone I 

THB APES. 

( Who have hitherto been playing all sortf of strange 
gambols, and now bring MephistophsIiES a 
Crown with loud cries.) 
Come, be so good, 
With sweat and blood. 
The diadem to glue ! 
{Carrying the Crown awkwardly, they, breftk it in 
two, then skip about with the pieces.) 
Now 'tis all over. 

We speak, discover — .... ^ 

We hear, and rhyme it, top ! 

Faust. {Before the glass.),,. ^ ,, 
Woe's me ! distracted I shall grow ! .. , . ., , 

mbphistopheles. {Pointing to tl^d A^,E8.) 
My head almost begins to go; . . ^r . 

THB AP^S. , 

If we can but succeed, 
And things fit indeed. 
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Then, thoughts may breed ! 
FAUST. {As before.) 
A fire is raging in my breast ! 
Hence, h^nce, from hence, oh let us fly ! 

MBPHISTOPHBLBS. {As before.) 
Come, come, at least 'twill be confest, 
That their's is genuine poetry ! 

(The kettle, which the Fbmalb-Apb heui neglected, 
begins to boil over. A great flame arises, and 
riishes up the chimney. The WiTGH descends 
through the flames with horrible screams.) 

WITCH. ' 

Ow! Ow! Ow! Ow! 
Infernal brute ! accursed sow ! 
Neglect the pot ! let loose the flame ! 
Oh beast accurst ! to scorch your Dame ! 

{Perceiving Faust and Mbphistophelbs.) 

What have we here I 

Your errand declare, — 

That ye should dare, 

In this place to appear ! 
May fiercest wild-fires seize, at once. 
And fry the marrow, in your bones ! 

1^2 
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(Sk ^ tie Imdk imio iie HiHe, wadseatienjflame 
iawordt Faust, Mkphi8TOPHBLK8» and tie 
Apis. TV kater wUm.) 

U BPHISTOPHBLn. 

{SiriUmg wiik ike InM-emd of ike jfy-jlop, among 

ike flauee and pois.) 

To shiTen ! to flhiren ! 

Tic broth nms in riFersI ' 

When the vessd I teoke, * 

Why, 'twas part of the joke- 
It was done to beat time. 

Carrion crow, to thy thyme! 
{WhiUt the Witch siarie hack, vbHk riigi eMl aHih 

nishment.) 
Ha ! Bag of bones f rile scare-crow thou ! 
Knowest then thy Lord and Master, no^? 
Say, at this moment, what shotild hinder me^ 

« 

From striking at thy Goblid Apes, and thee. 

And crushing ye to dust? Hast' no resp^bt ■ ' "* '*' 

For the red jerkin ? Dost not recollect 

The cock's plume ? How ? Is not tny fa«ld tii^ MM ' '^' 

As ever ? or must I pronounoe i^ name ? 

WITCH. "■• ' -i 

Master, forgave my rode salute ! 



»■./ \. 



.> ■■■• 



FAUST; 133 



F9tr.Jf perceived no doven foot. ,., , i^. ,v< ,» 
"llfli^^ is your pnir of Tav^ipys, too? . ,, t^vu,. 

MBPHISTOPHBLES. <^V 

Come, for this once, tiie exciise.iE^ay do. 

In fiujme«9» I should npt fprge^t y ..« , >Hr r 

The length of time, since last me aiet^. ^ :■.. 

Culture, tiiat licks all things to .#hape; 

Won't let the Devil himself escape I -<■.{ ^ ^ 

The northern Phantom's reign is e'€^ : .^ .p), « 

Horns, tail, and claws we .scie^^a.inQre^j,.: ,^.' y? 

With my extremities I CQ^'t dispe^sei, . \ :^ - , l 

So, least the sight shoidd gi^fioffencet; ii .&c^ 
Fye wor9 fi|J«« cidves>,f^i; Q|any:a y^ar ;. .M :>:X'i^ ] 
As other young sparks do, I hear. . .1: : ;. ;.r 

I lose my senses,. ,11^ >my^j4i^-; r,,no :. > ;.^ - i-? -^'-^^-1 j^c.-^'v^t^jt 
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To see my Sati^ Imfi^^gl^l 

Woman, that napiefitaniove employ i. . a. riu: ^uu\ 

WhiMttAMTttds ift; the name .^ explain. 1 ^ 

In story-books it long, indeed, was seen — 
But have Mankind the better for it been f 
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They from the " Evil One," at lailt, are free ; 
Bat evil men may still be fonnd, I see. 
Call me Lord fiaron — ^'tis a name as good 
As any. I'm a noble Cavalier : 
And, shonld'st thou donbt the pureness of my blood, 

{Making a particular gesture,) 

WITCH. 

(Laughing immoderately.) 

Ha, ha ! Ha, ha ! Ha, ha ! 

At your old tricks, I do declare! 

The same wild rogue you always were ! 

MBPHISTOPHBLBS. (To FaUST.) 

This is the plan you should pursue. 
When with a Witch you have to do. 

WITCH. 

Well, Gentlemen, what would ye now with me ? 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

A mouthful of the well-known beverage — 
And of the oldest, prithee, let it be — 
It gains a double strength by age. 

WITCH. 

The boon you ask I can't refuse — 

Fve^here a flask, for my own use, 

I sometimes sip — No bad smell now it has; 
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So you are both right welcome to a glass. 

{In a low voice.) 
Unless prepared, such it*s tremendous power. 
Should he but taste, he could not live an hour. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

He is my friend, and him it will not harm — 

I grudge him not the best that you can brew. 

Come, draw your Circle, and pronounce your charm ; 

Then pour him out a glass — a bumper, too ! 

(The Witch, with wild gestures, draws a Circle, 
and places all manner of strange things within 
it. In the meantime, the glasses ringing, and 
kettle sounding, make a sort of music. Lastly, 
she brings a large book, and stations the APBS 
within the Circle, making them serve for a 
reading-desk, and hold the torches. She now 
beckons Faust to approach.) 
FAUST. {To Mbphistophelbs.) 

Nay, nay resolve me, what the end will be 

Of these mad gestures, all this idle stuff. 

And most disgusting trickery, 

I've seen too often, and detest enough ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Pooh, nonsense ! It is nothing else but fun. 
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And shoald not in a lerioag Ught be viewMl'.^J'^'n.ia citxiVrr 
The Leech must thro' her hocns |ioonl nm ('* *^<|m{.' 

Or else the medicine win do no good. - • •<'^^ 

{He forces Faust into the Circh.) 

WITCH. 

{Declaiming from the book, with great emff^en Hi) >! 
■-■•■>^- •^■^• ■' ''Attend^ attend, ' "s"'. k/ j.>--^ c? 

And comprehend! ^ :'K vf ^icn; oa/ 

Of One make Ten, •*«^ : « nr • r/r r^-tj 
And carry Two— - ''.i 

Three will be even; 
Then rich are yoo I 
Add Fear; and, then^ 
Deduct the Seven ; 
And, lo, 'tis done ! 
For Nine are One, 
And Ten tare ncn»<^ -r <' 
And this is the Witch's *' One timet one/' 

The hag is surely in a raving fit ! 

And, yet, there i&.a gteat deal more. of *it^ii^ ifi »i e V^ 
Jargon like this is all the book ^^xMitmns : ■ :,^-r -. u 
Upon it I have lost mach time, and pains !- . <rr - >. ^ > r 
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When coBtradictions so complete are fonnd* 
Simple, and Sage« they both alike c<mfoand ! 
My friend, this Art*8 both old and new — 
Was practised in all Ages, too — 
By One and Three, and Three and One, 
To propagate Delusion, 

In place of Tmth. Thas may yon prate, and preach. 
And none your doctrine will impeaoh — 
But, why on Blockhead's waste a thought X 
Men will believe implicitly. 
That when a stream of words they hear. 
Much more is meant, than meets the ear. 

WITCH. {Cantinuing.) 

The lofty might 

Of inward Light, 

From all the worid concealed — 

Who takes no thought; 

Or oareaifiDr aught, • , 'J-*. 

To him it is revealed ! 

PAUfiT. •../,• 

What is this nonsense she's repeating ? 
With her curst din my. head as splitting 1 ■ ; > "■■ 

It seems, as if there sung before us i^ \ - * 

Ten thousand idiots, in full chorus ! 
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MEPHiSTOPHBLBS. 

Accomplished Sybil, tluit*i eoiomf^ — I 

Pray yon, bring forth the preoioBs staff; 

And fill the goblet to the bciai : 

The mixture cannot injure Am. 

My friend his several degrees has ta'en. 

And many a hearty cap — and may again 1 

(The Wircii pours ike Uqmor mio ike emp^ wHk 
various ceremomim. As Faost liftit U to kis 
mouth, a light flame rises fr^m tl.)- 

MBPHISTdPHBbBSk 

Down with it ! Down ! ne'er hesitate ! 

You'll find how it will warm yonr heart ! 

What ? with the Devil so intimate. 

And at a little fire to start I 

( The Witch dissolves the Circle — Faust steps forward.) 

MEPH18TOPH BLE8. 

Quick, let us forth ! Yon must not rest. 

WITCH. 

1 hope the draught will work it*s best ! 

PAUST. {To her.) 
Could I do aught, your service to requite, 
fill Muni to mention it, on " May-Day Night." 
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WITCH 

Here, take this Song — Sing it, when so inclined ; 
'Twill work a singular effect, you'll jBnd. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. {To FaUST.) 

Make haste, and let me lead the way for you : 

For positively you must now perspire ; 

That so the dose may search you, thro', and thro' ! 

When glorious idleneiss you may require, 

It's joys I'll teach you, and their value, too. 

Then you shall sip delight, without controul. 

While Love shall riot thro' your inmost soul ! 

FAUST. 

Yet, one more glance into the Mirror spare — 
That female form was so divinely fair ! 

MRPHISTOPHELKS. 

No, no— the masterpiece of Womanhood 
You soon shall see, in real flesh and blood ! 

{In a low voice.) 
Thus primed, a Helen, friend, thou'lt greets 
In every woman thou shalt meet ! 
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THE STREET. 



•.>^ 



FAUST.— MARGARET. {Poising by.) 



FAUST. 

My beautifal young Lady, X implore ; . n W 

Toa'll take my arm, as far as to yoor. 4oor^. ^.>i^: 

MAROARBT* ^-^ -t::." H-O'/gnTJ 

I am no Lady — Beauty I. have none, « : v , -.a 

And easily can find my way alone. ,: - . 't .'; 

{She escapes /ram him, and panee mit)- -; .o, > >i. 

FAUST. v> 

By Heaven, this girl's divinely fiedr ! 

Her equal, sure, I never metl ;,;Y 

WiA such a graceful, modest air 1 

Long as I live, I can^t forget , . nt .;r > -? isd'l 

Those lips, those oheeks.of rosy hmel ? r > .m r:<^mi f/d/f" 

Tet she's a little snappishitoort-^'. . ^^ -/iHilJ ; ?A 

How sweetly she cast down her^CQFes ^; ud ^r -t« ^^? -{bi^i?!' 

Is deeply on my heart impiNBss0dvl : . .. ui;;an '*d[ rto ^08 

Even in her sauciness their lies, 

A charm, that quite inflames my breast I .: v ) i^iq, i^jo"/ 

(En*«r MEPHISTOPHELES.) . ,, .^. 

Mind you, that girl for me you must procure^ -i ^^,)\ ; j 



FAUST. 141 



MBPHI8TOPHELES. 



What girl ? 



FAUST. 

Her, who jast passed us, to be sare ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What, her ? Why, she is from her Priest 
Fresh come ; who hath her sins released. 
Unseen, behind the Box I stole. 
And of her shriving heard the whole. 
Of guilt she nofliing had to say, 
And might as well have staid away : 
On one like her I have no hold ! 



I ■ 1' 



■.>r 



"■••v^. 



FAUST. 

Yet she is now past fourteen Summers old. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

That speech was qaite a Debauchee's, 
Who longs to plack each flower he sees. 
And thinks the whole Sex to command, 
Merely by stretching forth his hand— 
But oft he counts without his Host. 

FAUST. ■ ■■■■■-.:':.' -^2 lV*-:J 

Your preaching. Sir, on me is l6st ! 

At once to stop your idle prate, 

Unless the damsers virgin charmi^, ■ ''--- ■ ^r.iT 
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This night, repose within my arms. 
At Midnight we two separate ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Reflect, how much is to be done — 
A fortnight it would take, alone, 
To find an opportunity ! 

FAUST, 

Give me but seven good hours, and tbou wilt see, 
The Devil's aid I need not pray. 
To lead the little chit astray ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

How like a Frenchman, now, you are ! 

A short delay is not amiss : 

Why should you hurry on to bliss ? 

Greater the pleasure is, by far. 

Awhile to dandle up and down 

The doll, that you would make your own. 

Prattling all sorts of nonsense to it. 

How many foregn Novels shew it ! 

FAUST. 

My appetite, needs not that zest. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

In sober tioith, without a jest, 
I must, at once, declare to you. 
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To be so sudden with the Maid, 
Is just the thing we may not do — 
We can't attempt an £scalade : 
'Tis Sap alone must bring us thro'. 

FAUST. 

Let me some token of my Angel see ! 
The couch, on which her dear limbs rest — 
Steal me a kerchief from her breast, 
Or else a garter from her knee ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

To prove I have your cause at heart, 

And am disposed to play my part. 

We will not lose a moment — nay. 

Her chamber you shall see, this very day ! 

FAUST. 

Shall I see her ? possess her ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

No- 
For to a Neighbor's she must go — 
But, you, meantime, the atmosphere 
May breathe, alone, of one so dear. 
And feast on dreams of future joy, 
To fullness — nay, until they cloy ! 
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EVENING. 
A Small neat Chamber, < ; -iy, ^*f nt^Wi 

MARGARET. 

{CurHif,fff and 4ying up her hair.) 
I wonld g^ve something to find out, 

Who was the Gentleman, to-4ay I .-•? s:^'s ^it??r3iif| A 

His carriage was so 6?^e Wdd gay, . 
He's of a iMria^fiouser iM>^^^4k>ubt^ -r c*^. v u ^t^ife^j^iii 
This written on his fwr6kmd^nuighi!lMi«0«ei^.<)£: hj nt^m^ I 
Oh, yesj or he so bold had neirer foe^Brlr ^t.. . yft? v^^JM^ 

MEBHiSTOPHELES.— FAUST. 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Come in, but softly, softly, I entreat ! 

FAUST. {After a pause.) 
I would be left alone — Get thee away ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. {Looking round the room.) 
Not every girl will keep her room so neat ! (£irf I.) 

FAUST. {Looking around.) 
Thrice welcome, thou sweet twilight ray. 
Which thro' this Sanctuary find'st thy way ! 
Seise on my heart, ye pangs of tQAder anguish. 
That, fee^&i^ <m the dews «f h&fm^ stffl hmgiiihl 
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Oh, what an air of peace breathes all around ! 
What order, and contentment here are foand ! 
What large abandance, in this poverty ! 
In this dim cell, what pure felicity! 

( Throwing himself into a leathern arm-chair , at the 
bedside.) 
Thou chair, which generations of the past, 
In joy and grief, to rest invited hast. 
Admit me, too ! Round this ancestral throne, ^ 
To hang what crowds of children have been known T * 
Perhaps my love has here been seen to stand. 
And heard, with childhood's ftiU round cheek. 
Her duteous thanks to her Grandsire to speak. 
For Christmas gift, kissing his withered hand ! 
Sweet girl ! I here thy Spirit rustling feel, . . » 

Breathing of order, and abundance still — 

That, like a Mother watching over thee, , *^ ' 

Bids thee the damask cloth so daintily 
Upon thy table daily spread, ■> ■ .. ^ 

And sprinkle the smooth floor with sand ! 
Oh, there's a Godlike touch in that dear hand. 
Can make a Heaven of this humble shed ! 
And here ! (Lifting up one of the bed curtaitu.) 

What a sweet tremor fee! I now ! 
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To linger here for hours, were extacy ! 

Here, the bom Angel, 'mid light dreams, hast thou, 

Nature, fostered to maturity ! 

With the life-blood, it's tender bosom warm, 
Here lay the infant, peacefully — 
Here was developed that celestial form, 
A beauteous web of hallowed purity ! 

But thou ! Say, what thy footsteps hither bore.? 
What deep emotion shakes thy breast ? ... 

What dost thou here ? Thy heart why thus opprest t 
Alas, poor Faust ! I know thee now no more ! ■ a- 1 \ 

And do I breathe a charmed atmosphere? 

1 thirsted so for instant bliss. 

Yet in a love-dream melt like this! . « m ' 

Must we the sport of every breeze appear ? 

For thy intemperance how would'st thou atone, . ^ • 
Could'st thou her here this moment meet ? 
I see thee, crest-fallen braggart, prostrate thrown, ^■ 

Dissolved in anguish at her feet ! . , , < 

{Enter MfiPHiSTOPHELES.) 

MEPUISTOPHELE&. 

Be quick ! Below I see her Cioming, Sir. ,. 
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Away ! From hence I never more will ;5tir ! .^ . 

l2 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

This oasket u not over light ! 

I've just removed it from elsewhere. 

Open the press, and lay it there : 
'Twill tarn her little head outright ! • 
The trifles that I placed therein. 
Were meant another Maid to win : 
But since she's fallen in my way, 
A child's a child — and play is play! 

FAU8T. 

I know not whether 

MEPHIST0PHELB8.: 

Can you hesitate 1 
Unless, perhaps, yon would appropriate , 
The treasure to yourself? If so, indeed/- 
My servioes you will no longer need,. .? 
To waste your hours in wanton follies thus ! 
I hope you are not growing covetous ! 
I work for you, with head and hands, you 

(Placing lAe aut^t in thepress, and locking it.) 
Away, away \ and instantly \ 
You must contrive* as soon aa possible* 
To bend the sweet young creature to your will. 
See, how yoM itaiid» and slarej 
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As if 'twere for the Lecture-Room you were, 
And right before you, clothed in flesh and blood, 'I 

Physics, and Metaphysics frowning stood! j 

Away ! {Exeunt.) 

'MJiRGARKt.(Withalantp.) 
It feels so sultry in this room ! 

{She opens the casements) ^ 
'Twas cool enough without, just now. 
I would my Mother were come home ! 
I feel, I feel, I know not how ! 
A shudder runs thro' all my frame ! - « . . 
What a poor timid thing' I am ! 

{She begins to sing, while undressing.) 
*' There -was a' King in Thute, 
*' Was trite unta his grare, 
'' To whom his Mistress, dying, 
*' A gold^D ChaHee gave. 

'* He toothing (nrised beyond it, 
^' And drained it at eadi meal : 

" As with his lips he pfeltsed it, . '^ ♦ 

** Tears^^'his^eyes wt>u}d BteAll : ^^ 

** When he saw his days'Were'dloiriti^,'^"'^ ^ ' ^ 
** His Cities, one by one. 
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He reckoned, and beqveathed tliem» 
'* But the Cap bequeathed to moiie. 



** Now, at hU Royal Banquet, 

" In his anoient Hall sat he, ' ' 

*' By his gallant Knights snrrooiided, I 

" In his Castle o'er the Sea— 






'* There sat the old Caronser, 

" And quaffed his life's last glow, ;'< 

'* Then tossed the sacred goblet 

** Into the flood below. v; 



" Ue watohed it, sinking, sinking, 

** Now, lower still, and lower— 
** Then dosed his weary eyelids, 

*' And drop drank never moreT 

(She opens the press, to put up her clothes, an 
discovers the casket.) 
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For money lent ? Here is a little key. 
Suspended from a ribband, I perceive — 
I've half a mind to open it ! Dear me ! 
I never saw the like ! Can I believe 
My eyes ? Jewels a Countess might delight 
To wear, apon a Grala night \ 
The necklace would become me quite ! 
Whose can they be ? I do so long to know ! 

^ {Putting them on, and walking before the glass,) 
Oh, if the ear-ring^ were but mine ! 
One looks so differently so ! 
What tho' some claim to beauty may be thine. 
Fond girl ! What good will it ensure ? 
None, none ! The men, half pitying, will praise 

Thy looks, and go their ways : 

Whilst one and all 

Gold to the skies extol ! 

Grod help us wenches, that are poor ! 
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THE PUfiUG WALK. t . - 

FAi'ST. (Pemsnmif pacimff, wp mmd dmom^^ .\ "j(> 
(Emtmr MnpfliaroPHBLBS.) ,> ; A 

.1 

IfBPHlSTOPHBLES. : ; // 

By slighted love ! HeUs fluiee ! Be tberer avgiti worsej 
I would I knew it, to enhaiioe mj ciirael . . 

PAUST. 

How now { What is't, tiint pinches thee so sore I 
Sure, such a face was never seen before !• < t 

MEPHISTOPUBLKa ' • 

I would, this moment* to the Devil sell i A 

Myself, were I no deniz^i of Hell ! j , y. 

FAUST. ... . » . . .Ji 

What? Hast thou lost thy wits outright!. . ^ ./v 

To rave thus, like a Bedlamite 1 , j ,,(l 

MSPHISXOJPH^UBS. , ) ., v 

The jewels I for Margaret procured, . .- 

A Priest has for himself secured ! 

The moment the girl's mother got a sight 

Of them, she guessed all was not right. 

That woman has by far too fine a nose. 

And ever sniffing at her prayer-book foes ! ^ 
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She smells at every ^jpiece of farnitare; 

That of it's lawfulness she may be sure. 

Our jewel» fllie isubmitted to this test, ' 

And found they w^e not reglilarly blest ! 

'* Believe me. Child," she cried, ** ill-gotten wealth 

** Was never good for soul, or body's health ! 

** T* our BDoly Mother these a '|fift mui^ go, ^ • ^ ' i^^ 

** And Heavenly manna She'll on us bestow!'' ^ - ^ 

Margaret was much inclined to pout : 

*' 'Tis a gift horse," thought she, *' l&id 1 must doubt; *' \ 

** That he a Godless wretch could be, > ' 

" Who placed them herfe so cleverly I** 

The Dame called in a Priests withdut delay; '■' ■ '^^z^- I 
Who soon perceived the pah he had to pWys— - >^^ .xa •^^H 
Eying the prize with inward glee, 

" This speaks true piety,'' said he— -^ ^ ' i ^* 

" The Conqueror his reward must gain — -.:'>♦] 

" The Church has no bad stomach, it is plaia; 
*' Since Kingdoms she has managed to devout, $ 

'* And never had a surfeit, to this hour; • - ; I /- 

" Ladies, ill-gotten wealth, be't known, . ' / - 

** Can be digested by the Church alone." ■' ^^ .i^iJ= - ^O 

By ancient use, she holds her claim; ' ' ^ *na< n- * hn/ 
But Kings and Jews can do the same* 
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MBPHI8TOPHBLBS. 

This said, he whips me off the jewels clean. 

As if so many mushrooms they had been. 

And thanked them not a whit the more, »- ('■ 

Than if a bag of nuts he bore, 

Commending them to Heaven's care-** 

And greatly edified they were ! 

PAU8T. 

And Margaret ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Bewildered quite 
She sits, and can resolve on nought — 
Thinks on the jewels, day and night, 
But more on him, who those dear jewels brought. 

FAUST. 

My love's distress I can't endure ! 
Another set thou must procure : 
The first were quite unworthy her. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Oh, yes ! Now all is Child's play to you. Sir ! 

FAUST. 

Go thou to work, as I commanded thee : 

Close to her Gossip be thou sure to stick — 

No milk and water Devil for me ! 

Another set of jewels — quick ! : 
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M£PHI8TOPHBLBS. 

Most cheerfully your liordship I obey ! « 

(jBaril Faust.)? i^v 
An amorous fool, like this* I do believe, .>: ; . . i > x/ 
Would puff Sun, Moon, and Stars ai^y, . > r . 4l 

The least amusement to his Dear, to give I 
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THE NEIGHBOR'S HOUSE. 

My poor, dear husband God forgive ! 

Indeed^ he used me scorvily I :m'. 

Why roam aboat the Warld most he» 

And leave me, here, with want to strive? . t 

To vex him I ne*er had a thought — 

Heaven knows I loved him as I ought ! 

{She weeps.) 
Perhaps he's dead — Oh bitter woe ! 
Yet, if I could but prove him so ! 

{Enter Margaret.) 

MARGARET. 

Martha ! 

MARTHA. 

What ails the child, to-day t 

MARGARET. 

Oh, Martha, I shall faint away ! 
What should I in my wardrobe see. 
Within a case of ebony. 
But a new set of jewels rare, 
Far richer than the others were ! 

MARTHA. 

Of this thT Mother mast aot know x 
Or to the Priest therW sure l«« go ! 
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MARGARET. 

Look at them, Marthar-^Oh, look, now ! 

MARTHA. {Fastening them on her.) 
Thou art a lucky girl, I vow ! 

•MARGARfiT« 

But, ah, I must not wear them in the street. 

Nor even at Church, nor think of it ! ' 

MARTHA. 

Then, pray, come often o'er to me. 

And put them on, here^ prirately : 

'Twere no bad sport, an hour to pass, .. . > 

Parading them before the glass ! 

Besides, we may find opportunities. 

To let folks see them, by degrees. 

Upon a Holiday, or so — . 

At first, the necklace we will only shew. 

The ear-rings next — ^We must frame for your Mother, 

If she should see them, some excuse or other. » 

MAR6ARIiT« " ;■;.... - -j Si_.,yf/ 

Who was't both caskets to my press oonteyed? . i ri *^f 
There's something wrong, I am afraid I , » - *> .w .- ).]'d 

(A knookingS) :! -.'t u'i 

If this should be my Mother, now — Oh dear ! 

MARTHA. (^Looking through the'hlin4$i)',i\\ \0 
A perfect Stranger 'tis^— Sir,- walk' in, prayv*/) km •» lO 



158 FAUST. 



y <" 



I " * 



{Enter Mbphistophblbs.) 

MBPHISTOPHBLBS. 

Thus far I have made bold to find my way ; 
But— 

(Stepping back respectftUlyy &n seeing Margarbt.) 

Should beg pardon of the ladies here ! • *** 

I came for Madam Schwerdtlein to enquire. - 

MARTHA. 

I am that person — what is't you desire ? > , » ^ • ' ' 

MEPHISTOPHELRS. {tn a whisper io Ikri) 
I know you now — Enough — I see, 
A Visitor of Quality ! 
Excuse the liberty, IVe ta*en ; 
This Afternoon I'll call again. 

MARTHA. {Ahnul.) 
Would*st thou believe it, girl ? Our guest 
Thought thee a /ody, I protest ! 

maroarbt. 
A poor 3roiiiig thing like me ! O L«kI ! 
Tlie Getttlettaa is mucli tiH^ good ! 
TUs fittenr is not wv own. 

MRraiSTt^rHRUb^ 

Tb not by that I jw^ nk^tti^-- 

Tb her wWi^ <iMfn»iy» — ttnnl tol^gniilitdl nir ! 

|^■l tM I wm$ «lh^w^ W «Dl^^ 
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MARTHA. 

Declare 
Your business. Sir — I long to hear — 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

You'll ;iQc^Q^j/p^ilQa me, I fear : 

My news will sound too sadly in your ear ! 

Your husband's dead— and sends his love. 

MARTHA. 

How? deadf dear sool? Oh, Heavens above! 
My husband deadl Oh, I shall die ! 

MAR6ARBT. 

Dear Martha, yield not to despair ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Hear, then the mournful history— 

MARGARET. 

I ne'er will fall in love» I swear ! , > 

I ne'er could such a loss survive indeed \ 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

Grief follows joy ; wd joy must grief succeed 

MARTHA. 

Inform me, friend, 

How came he by his ^nd i 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 

His bones in Padua's. Ci^ lie, 

I' the Church-yard of Saint Anthony. 



■ T 



'4 



' x. 



160 FAUST. 



The Earth, that covers hiai, is blest — 

For ever cool his place of rest ! . / 

MARTHA, 

And is there nothii\g else you briogf - ' • '.-m \} 

Yes, I have brought a huge req^ueat^ , ;.v,.. Ii^ .M«itr»i^% «/ 

Three hundred Masses thej must £ot him sing. 

My hands are empty, for the rest. . -. .,.j» 3,>^ ,,, | 

MARTHA. 

How i not a medal, or a such UlfLe, toy* , «-,. tK% ,t\nM*ii> 

As every travelling 'prentice boy^ 

Some slight memorial for his lass to keep^. : ,,,, .^» ^j,^ i^^x 

Saves at the bottom of his scrip, . < 

Readier to starve, or beg, than with it. psrt I 

No, Madam — and it grieves wy bew]^ ! , .^, .,.,,*-» , « . -^vi 
Yet, be assured |iq Prodigal was he— .w.i-^ « i.,. i 

His errors he repented sore, . ... . ; i f 

But of hi& luck complained a great dj^al pifit^.,,^i, . ., .>-: 

MAKGARBT. ■,^. • r i' 

Alas, that men should so unlucky be ! .. i ,1,. ^ j^^v^ai;- ' 
For him, in sooth. 111 many a recjuie^^ising. 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. • '^ 

Thou art a dear, kiqd hearted it^tilig. 

And ^el| dp9^yl^ tbyje)tf % wed|4ing #i)(ig I ,,>> ^ > ,./ 
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MAROARBT. 

No, no, that yet I do not want. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

If not a husband, meamCiine, a Grallant : 
To hold within our arns a thing so dear ! 
No greater Messing Heaven grants us here. 

'^' ' ' ' MA1R6ARBT. 

'Tis not the cnstom of this Country, Sir. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Custom, or not, such things occur. 

MARTHA. 

On with your tal6. 

MEPHrSTOPH^LES. 

O*^ his denth-bed I hung— 
TVas something better than mere dung— 
Half-rotten straw. He a good Christian died. 
And, finding he*d a heavier score to settle, cried ; 
** How thoroughly I detest my ill-spent life ! 
'' So to desert my btlsiness, and my wife ! ' 
** The rec<^ection's worse dian death ! 
** Might she forgive me, 'ere I close niiy breath P* 

MARTHA. (Weeping.) 

The dear, good man iTve long Yorgiven him, friend ! 

■ * 

" Yet she, lckwm\miikV^hiNm« ib ISUAie tiUdi'tf '' 
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I tkiak ke «a> h^t fcraArJ, Umids the end. 
-' F.4^ BT ■■■■rift, vhj j^oidd ir ke mid. 
** Get childnen fir^t, tlies teiL to give them bread? 
** A%, liivad. in eTety semse o'the word — end I, yet» 
" Was not alloved to ent my share in quiet T 

MARTHA. 

M J coustant truth did he forget, then, quite ? 
And how I laboured for him, day and night ? 

M£PHI&TOPH£L£S. 

Not SO'— your image never left his heart. 

** When I from Malta was about to part," 

Said he, " to Heaven I poured my soul in prayer, 

" Commending wife, and children to it's care ! 

"It pleased Heaven kindly on my suit to look; 

*' For soon a Turkish Galeass we took, 

'* Freighted with treasure for the Grand Signor; 

'* And brftvfery it's wonted guerdon bore. 

" Of this myself, as was no more than fair, 

** Obtained a very comfortable share." 

MARTHA. 

Whore i« it! How i Can he have hid it, eh ? 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Where it may now have flown, no man can say* 
As in fair Naples' streets he strolled about, 
A beauteous lady found the Stranger out. 
Who to him proofs of her affection gave. 
So strong, he bore them with him to his grave. 

MARTHA. 

Vile plunderer of his children, and his wife ! 
Not all our want could check his shameful life ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

You see he paid for't rather dear — 

Even with his life ! I, in your case, 

Would chastely mourn for him a year. 

Meantime look out for some one, to supply his place. 

MARTHA. 

Like to my first. Oh God ! where shall I find 
Another husband to my mind t 
A kinder-hearted fool there could not be ; 
And love of rambling was his only vice : 
Except that with strange women he made free. 
Loved foreign wines — and then those horrid dice ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

All might have gone on well, I think. 
If he had been content to wink 
At just so many things in you. 

M 2 
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I swear, in such a state of things, ^^^■ 

I would myself with jou change rings, 
And thank yon too ! 

mahtha. -■.-■ ^ 

The Gentleman is pleased to jest! 

MEPHISTOPH£LES. (ilsirfr.) 

To cut and run, methinks were best. .^ 
The Devil himself, or I mistake, 
This woman, at a word, woi:dd take ! 

(To Margaret.) 
How is it with your heart ? 

MARGARET. : , ^^ 

What mean you, Sir? . M 

MEPHI8TOPHELE8. {AstdeO ^ 

Poor child ! How innocent thou art ! 

{Aloud*) ... -.^ i 

Your Servant, ladies. 

MARGARET. ^ 

Sirj farewell ! 

'MARTHA.: .■■'■: . j) .V:;- :.^..-^vH 

But one word mere-^pray, can you J»ll;.- - j ..••r 

How to procure a testimonial 

Of the particulars of his death and burial ? 
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I ever was a friend to order yet» 

And fain would see it all in the Gazette. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

To prove a fact, that is in doubt. 

Two witnesses will serve, the World thro'out. 

I Ve a companion iiete, I know. 

Before the judge with me will go. 

I'll bring him hither. 

llAltTHA. 

Yes, pray, do ! 

M£PHISTOPH£L£S. 

Remains this lady still with yon ? 

My friend a travelled, and a polished blade is, 

And ever most attentive to the ladies. 

MARGARBT. 

To meet him, I shall blush like any thing ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Blush you need not, befcHre th& greatest King. 

MARTHA. 

Behind the House, Sir, in my garden, we 
This Evening, shall expect you both to 
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THE STREET. 



FAUST. — MBPHISTOPHSLES. 



If 



FAU8T. 

How b't ? How get you on ? Will it soon be ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Bravo ! I find you're all on fire ! 

You soon will have your heart's desire : 

For Margaret, this Evening, you shall see. 

At Martha's house, who seems expressly made. 

To prosper in the pimping trade ! 

FAUST. 

Well done ! ^' - * 

MEPHISTOPHELES. ^ 

But something is required of us/^'i • 

FAUST. 

Nay, one good tiirn deserves another. . 

MEPHISTOPHKLES. 

Thus 
It is— Martha expects us both, *.ii 

To testify for her, on oath. 
That Padua's City now contains 
Her Sainted husband's dear remains ; 
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And that the same will there be found, 
Resting in consecrated ground. 

FAUST. 

Fine work ! To Padua, then, we first must go. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Sancta Simplicitas ! No, no — not so ! 
Boldly, at once, depose — 
However little of the fact you know. 

FAUST. 

Not I ! Hast' nothing better to propose ? 

MKPHISTOPHKLES. 

Most conscientious Sir, who ne'er before. 

In all his life, false testimony bore ! 

Have you not definitions dared to give 

Of God, the World, and all that quickens there? 

Into the heart of Man presumed to dive. 

And his most secret thoughts lay bare ? 

Without a blush, all this you've done ; 

When, if your conscience you'd consult alone. 

You must, per force, confess. 

That of the whole you've known still less. 

Than now you do of Mister Schwerdtlein's death I . » 

FAUST. » .. , 5 

Go, Sophist ! Thou'st a lie in every breath ! # f I 
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MARTHA. 

On his death-bed, to tell so foul a lie ! 

M EPHISTOPHELE8. 

To form a judgment if I might pretend, 

I think he was light-headed, towards the end. 

** For my amusement, why should I," he said, 

*' Get children first, then toil, to give them bread? 

** Ay, hrt^ad, in every sense o'the wcwrd — and I, yet, 

" Was not allowed to eat my share in quiet!" 

MARTHA. 

My constant truth did he forget, then, quite? 
And how I laboured for him, day and night? 

MfiPHISTOPHELBS. 

Not SO— your image never left his heart. 

** When I from Malta was about to part/' 

Said he, " to Heaven I poured my soul in prayer, 

" Commending wife, and children to it's care ! 

"It pleased Heaven kindly on my suit to look; 

" For soon a Turkish Galeass we took, 

" Freighted with treasure for the Grand Signor; 

*' And brftvfery ifs wonted guerdon bore. 

** Of this myself, as was no more than fair, 

•* Obtained a very comfortable share." 

MARTHA. 

Where is it? How ? Can he have hid it, eh? ' / 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Where it may now have flown, no man can aay# 
As in fair Naples' streets he strolled about, 
A beauteous lady found the Stranger out, 
Who to him proofs of her affection gave, 
So strong, he bore them with him to his grave. 

MARTHA. 

Vile plunderer of his children, and his wife ! 
Not all our want could check his shameful life ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

You see he paid for't rather dear — 

Even with his life ! I, in your case, 

Would chastely mourn for him a year. 

Meantime look out for some one, to supply his place. 

MARTHA. 

Like to my first. Oh God ! where shall I find 
Another husband to my mind I 
A kinder-hearted fool there could not be ; 
And love of rambling was his only vice : 
Except that with strange women he made free. 
Loved foreign wines — and then those horrid dice ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

All might have gone on well, I think. 
If he had been content to wink 
At just so many things in you. 

M 2 
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Margakkt, kamgimg #» FAiJST's arm, 

Martha, with Mbphistophbi^eb. 

( Tkejf wait up and tbnm.) 



MAReARBT. 

Excuse me. Sir — too well I see. 

By your discourse, you would pretend 

To my poor level to descend. 

Only to make a mock of me ! 

With Travellers a maxim 'tis. 

That nought to them must seem amiss — 

1 know my foolish prattle never can 

Be interesting to so learned a man. 

FAUST. 

A look from thee, a single word, is worth. 

Much more than all the Learning, Child, on Earth ! 

(He kisses her hand.) 

MARGARET. 

How? Kiss my hand ? I am surprised at you 1 »«' * 
It is so ugly, and so rough 1 ^t 

At home 1 every thing must do — 
My Mother finds me work enough! {They pois'on.) 
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MARTHA. 

And must you be for ever on the road ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Our duty bids us ; and we must obey \ 

In many places one would make a long abode. 

Where one, alas, is not allowed to stay ! 

MARTHA. 

In the wild years of Youth alone, 

A man may roam about the World, I think : 

But evil days at length come on ; 

When, sad and single, to your grave to sink— ^ .A> 

That surely can be good for none ! ■ 

MEPHISTOPHELES. i 

Madam, I shudder at the very thought ! 

MARTHA. 

Take counsel, then, in time. You surely ought ! 

{T/iey pau&^n^ 

MARGARET. V 

Yes, " out of sight, and out of mind !" 
For all this your civility. 
Among your friends, you'll thousands find. 
By far more sensible than me ! 

FAUST. 

Dearest, what men call sense^ 1 vow. 
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How? 



Ofc. 



TWe kyrdiat cift» kiad Xatne can bestow ! 
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A Ihde MoacBt spare, to tikmk on 

I ihaD find tuie eaoogh to tkmk oatbee! 

FAUST. 

I fimcj joe liTe meek atone ? 

MAKGARST. 

Our household is bat small, I own ; 

Still it most be attended to. 

We keep no Maid — and I most knit and sew. 
Cook, scour, be stirring aH day Img, in fact,- 

My Mother is in all tilings so exact? 

Not that she need so pinch herself, 'tis tkiie : 

We might do more than half bar ^eighboi^ do 

My father left a^pretty projlerty; ' \ ' - f-i '^ ' •• ■ 

A small neat house, and garden-ground, that lie 

Without the T^Wh^: atid, ipiie 6f All I said;-' ' '-•)'» Hf i 
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And that the same will there be found. 
Resting in consecrated ground. 

FAUST. 

Fine work ! To Padua, then, we first must go. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Sancta Simplicitas ! No, no — not so ! 
Boldly, at once, depose — 
However little of the fact you know. 

FAUST. 

Not I ! Hasf nothing better to propose ? 

MKPHISTOPHKLES. ' > 

Most conscientious Sir, who ne'er before, . /> 

In all his life, false testimony bore ! 

Have you not definitions dared to give 

Of God, the World, and all that quickens there ? 

Into the heart of Man presumed to dive. 

And his most secret thoughts lay bare ? 

Without a blush, all this you've done ; ; «-* 

When, if your conscience you'd consult alone. 

You must, per force, confess. 

That of the whole you've known still l^ss, . J/ ,« i 

Than now you do of Mister Sch werdtlein'» death 2^ . *' 

FAUST. . . i :,:.i 5 

Go, Sophist! Thou'st a lie in every breath! ,*•;- . ?H 
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MEPHISTOPHJBLES. 

Ohy yes — ^'till one a little deeper goes ! 

Poor Margaret^ tp-morrow, I juippose, . v ^, . ,: . -. a 

You would x^t honorably cajole, . ,,, ,/»; e«Ji* <; vV 
Swearing to love her, from your soul ? .._ - ^ . l 

FAUST* - v; -S/ \- -"'>,sj.'* :u<f 

Yes, truly, from my heart's core J r , , .,;_ .Kh->i n l 4 i 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

Very good ! 
So that, it must be understood. 
That, when of everlasting love you prate. 
And of a Passion npthing can abate, 
This, too, is from the heart ? 

FAUST. 

It is, it is ! 
When I still seek, and find no name for this. 
This all o'erpowering, maddening impulse — When 
Thro' all Creation thus my senses strain. 
And at the loftiest phrases grasp in vain. 
The fire, that so consumes me, if I, then. 
Eternal, endless, endless call. 
Am I a fiendish liar withal ? 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

Still I am right. 



FAUST. 
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PAUST. 

Listen to what I say — 
And, for a while, do spare my lungs, I pray ! '^^' 
Who chases to be right, if he's a tongue indeed,' 
Is certain to succeed. 
But, come — I'm weary of this chattering ! 
Thou'rt right — ^because I won't dispute the thing. 
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Margaret^ hanging on Fai^st's arm, 

Martha, with MbphistopheiiEH. 

{They walk up and ehntm.) 



MARGARET. 

Excuse me. Sir — too well I see. 

By your discourse, you would pretend 

To my poor level to descend. 

Only to make a mock of me ! 

With Travellers a maxim 'tis. 

That nought to them must seem amiss — 

1 know my foolish prattle never can 

Be interesting to so learned a man. 

FAUST. 

A look from thee, a single word, is worth. 

Much more than all the Learning, Child, on Earth ! 

(He kisses her hand.) 

MARGARET. 

How? Kiss my hand? I am surprised at you 1 » > * 
It is so ugly, and so rough 1 ^* 

At home 1 every thing must do — 
My Mother finds me work enough! {They pais^on.) 
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MARTHA. 

And must you be for ever on the road ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Our duty bids us ; and we must obey ! 

In many places one would make a long abode. 

Where one, alas, is not allowed to stay ! 

MARTHA. 

In the wild years of Youth alone, 

A man may roam about the World, I think : 

But evil days at length come on; - ^/^ 

When, sad and single, to your grave to sink-— ^ ii<> 

That surely can be good for none ! • * 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 1 

Madam, I shudder at the very thought ! 

MARTHA. <i 

Take counsel, then, in time. You surely ought 1 

{They paa^^fu) 

MARGARET. .ifr 

Yes, " out of sight, and out of mind !" 

For all this your civility. 

Among your friends, you'll thousands find, > ^ 

By far more sensible than me I 

FAUST. 

Dearest, what men call sense, 1 vow. 
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Means oftener vanity, and folly ! 

MARGARBT. 



How? 
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FAUST. 

Oh, that such innocent simplicity 

Ifs own inherent worth should never know! 

That lowliness, and blushing modesty. 

The loveliest gifts kind Nature can bestow ! — 

MARGARET. 

A little moment spare, to think on me ! 
I shall find time enough to think 6n theei ! 

FAUST. 

I fancy you live much alone ? 

MARGARBT. 

Our household is but small, I own ; 

Still it must be attended to. 

We keep no Maid — and I must knit and sew. 
Cook, scour, be stirring all day long, in fact, — 

My Mother is in all things so exactf 

Not that she need so pinch herself, 'tfs ttnei •'- t^**"/ 

We might do more than half otirneigliboi^do. 

My father left a pretty property, '^ '>.^«0' -::i. :un. 

A small neat house, and garden-ground, that lie 

Without the To'wti : and, spite of All Idaid;"' y^^r.i^t.i uil 
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My days now almost lazily run on — ^, |/ 

My brother's for a Soldier gone^. 

And little sister dead. 

With the poor child I'd trouble enough, and pain» 

But gladly would go thro' it all again ; 

I loved it so ! 

FAl/ST. 

Aja A^^gel, if like thee ! 

MAHGAHET. 

I brought it up — 'twas so, so fwd of me ! 



. t. 
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Just after my poor father had been torn 
From us, the child was bom ; 
And we had given my mother oyer^ 
In such a piteous state lay she ! 
Even when, at last she did recover. 
It was almost insensibly : 



'iuA f 



So that, howe'er she might have wished it, rtill , t«> 

To suckle it herself was cjuitje impoi^ible. , ^^^ ., . . ^ 
To rear it, now became^ my task alpne; , ; oii,,I/i vM 
And, thus, I made it^ asi;i); were, wy own! , .. , v^ 
'Twas in my wnm„^sv^ i|iy l^p, ^equre^ ^. ^^ , .^^^^ ^,^, 
The little moppet sprawling, smili^d, ^(J gre;wl ,,^ .^^,^ .^j^^ 

The rapture thou enJQyedfit,th^n, bo:w pio^el .,,, .,..-,// 
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MARGA.RRT. 

Yes, but I had my heavy momeiits> too — 

At night, it's cradle stood by my bed-side; 

And not the slightest motion could it make. 

But I was instantly awake ! 

I had to give it pap, whene'er it cried. 

And to my bed the wayward thing to take ; 

Where, if it was not still, I had to rise, 

And dance it in my arms, to bush it's cries. 

Pacing about the room, for half the night ! 

Next morning, 1 must up, before the light. 

Stand at the wash-tub — then to Market go — 

Then home, to put the house to rights. Even so. 

Day after day, my time was spent: 

If, Sir, I was not always quite content, 

I found I more enjoyed both food, and rest ! 

( They pass o».) 

MARTHA. 

The Woman leads an awkward life, at best : 
From their old ways old Bachelors to move. 
Is hard. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Nay, one like you. Ma'am, I protest. 
Might easily enough my ways improve. 
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MARTHA. 

Tell me, at once — The person have you never met — 
That — Has your heart ne'er owned a preference yet ? 

MEPHISTOPHELE8. 

" One's own fire-side," (the proverb's somewhat old) 
''And a good wife, are worth your pearls and gold." 

MARTHA. 

Have you ne'er felt a certain want, I mean ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A welcome guest I generally have been. 

MARTHA. 

I would say, something Serious, in your breast? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

One with the ladies should npt dare to jest ! 

MARTHA. 

Ah ! still you take me not ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I would I cottld — 

I feel at least that you are very good ! 

(They pass on.) 

FAUST. 

My little Vngel, then, thou recoUected'st me. 
When here I first sainted thee ? 

MARGARRT. 

Oh, did you not observe my downcait 
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FAUST. 

Then, you forgive the liberty 1 took ? 

My iiuolence, I rather, ought to say. 

As you returned from Mass, the other day ! 

* MARGARET. 

Tou so surprised me, that I shook all o'er ! 

So had I never been addrest before ; 

For no one could say any harm of me. 

" Ah !" thought I to myself, '' I dovbt, that he 

- Something of forwardness has seen, 

" Something about me, that should not have beMi'; 

" Which made him think, at onoe, ' wHli her, indeed, 

" ' Small ceremony I shall need !* ** 

And yet, I may as well confess, 

A feeling I can not express. 

Just then, began, within my heart, 

I know not why, to take your part — 

Yet, with myself I then felt angry, too. 

To feel I was not angrier with you ! 

FAUST. 

Sweet love ! v 

MARGARBT. ' ' = * 

Wait, how! . . • 

{She gaJthers an aster, and picks off tke peiah, jMb 
by one.) 
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FAUST. 

Listen to what I say— 
And, for a while, do spare my lungs, I pray i "^- 
Who chuses to be right, if he^s a tclngue indeed; " ' '^'' ^ 
Is certain to succeed. 
But, come — I'm weary of this (Shattering ! 
Thou'rt right — because I won't dispute the thing. 
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MARGARET. 

You make me tremble ! 

PAU8T, 

Oh, tremble not ! Let this one glance. 
This pressure of the hand proclaim to thee 
That, which no words could e'er express — 
What 'tis to yield ourselves entirely up, 
And feel a bliss, that ever must endure ! 
Yes, ever ! for it's end would be despair ! 
No end ! Oh, God, no end ! 

(Margaret presses his hands, then breaks loose 
from him, and runs away. He stands mtising, 
a few moments, then follows her.) 
M A RTH A . {Approa4:hing.) 
The Night comes on. 

M EPHISTOPHELES. 

Yes, and we must away ! 

MARTHA. 

I would have pressed your longer stay, 

But that it is a sad censorious spot ; 

As if they nothing else to do had got, 

But watch their Neighbor's footsteps in and out ! 

Act as one will, one must be talked about 1 

But, our young pair l 
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MARTHA. 

And must you be for ever on the road ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Our duty bids us ; and we must obey ! 

In many places one would make b long abode. 

Where one, alas, is not allowed to stay ! 

MARTHA. 

In the wild years of Youth alone, 

A man may roam about the World, I think : " 

But evil days at length come on ; :> I 

When, sad and single, to your grave to sink— v ui; 

That surely can be good for none ! ^'■ 

MEPHISTOPHELES. ' i 

Madam, I shudder at the very thought ! 

MARTHA. a 

Take counsel, then, in time. You surely ought ! 

{They pa&»^rt^ 

MARGARET. ?/. 

Yes, " out of sight, and out of mind !" 

For all this your civility, 

Among your friends, you'll thousands find, \ 

By far more sensible than me ! 

FAUST. 

Dearest, what men call sense^ 1 vow. 
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FAUBT. 



Means oftener vanity, and folly ! 

MARGARBT. 



How? 
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FAUST. 

Oh, that such innocent simplicity 

If s own inherent worth should never know I 

That lowliness, and blushing modesty, 

The loveliest gifts kind Nature can bestow ! — 

MARGARET. 

A little moment spare, to think on me ! 
I shall find time enough to think on thee ! 

FAUST. 

I fancy you live much alone ? 

MARGARET. 

Our household is but small, I own ; 

Still it must be attended to. 

We keep no Maid — and I must knit and sew. 
Cook, scour, be stirring all day long, in fact, — 

My Mother is in all things so exact !' 

Not that she need so pinch herself, 'tis true : < ''• ^ 

We might do more than half otur neiglifooi^ 

My father left a pretty property; 

A small neat house, and garden-ground, that lie 

Without the Tdwh^: and, s]^iie 6f All I »aid;-' » • '^v ' ^*- i 
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My days now almost lazily run on— -Mnht' 

My brother's for a Soldier gpncf. 

And little sister dead. 

With the poor child I'd trouble enough, and pain, 

But gladly would go thro' it all i^gain ; 

I loved it so ! 

FAU^T. 
AnJiLngjdl, if like th^e ! , , 

I brought it up— 'twas so, so fo«d of me ! . : >. 

Just after my poor father bad been. torn , ,, ^ . 

From us, the child was bom ; 

And we had riven my mother over, , . 

In such a piteous state lay^^ she ! 

Even when, at last she did recoyer. ^^ 

It was almost insensibly : ,,> ^ 
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So that, howe'er she mitrht have .wished it, still , ^,, 

~ ■ .-1. 5 . ..; ■ z-iisK <.}! qaeil aW 

To suckle it herself wa^^il|€>J|Bj)058iL{ilev ,,,, ,„^,,g j^^j 
To rear it. now becam^n»j,Ja^k^pnp;,, , ^. ,, ...^.^.ly. ^j^ 
And, thus, I made it, a«^iil;,7r^e, Wy^ o:w^U.(^ ?dr. u;di joW 
'Twas in my.arnaSf^>SW»,»»y)ftgf .^fifiW«,.,,,, ,^j, ,,j^,jj, ^^ 
The little moppet sprawling, si^l^^, ft^4,^ej^.!, ,^ ^^^^ ^j^ 

The rapture thon enjoiyed^t, flwp, }Mf]fr pjy:^^. „.^j, ;„„f(„ // 
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MARGA-RRT. 

Yes, but I had my heavy iu(»iueQtii, too — 

A t night, it*s cradle stood by my bed-^ide ; 

And not the slightest motion could it make, 

But I was instantly awake ! 

I had to give it pap, whene'er it cried. 

And to my bed the wayward thing to take ; 

Where, if it was not still, I had to rise, 

And dance it in my arms, to hush it's cries. 

Pacing about the room, for half the night! 

Next morning, 1 must up, before the light. 

Stand at the wash-tub — then to Market gp — 

Then home, to put the house to rights. Even so. 

Day after day, my time was spent : 

If, Sir, I was not always quite content, 

I found I more enjoyed both food, and rest! 

( They pass o«.) 

MARTHA. 

The Woman leads an awkward life, at best: 
From their old ways old Bachelors to move. 
Is hard. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Nay, one like you, Ma am, I protest. 
Might easily enough my ways improve. 
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MARTHA. 

Tell me, at once — The person have you never met — 
That — Has your heart ne'er owned a preference yet ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

" One's own fire-side," (the proverb's somewhat old) 
*' And a good wife, are worth your pearls and gold." 

MARTHA. 

Have you ne'er felt a certain want, I mean 1 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A welcome guest I generally have been. 

MARTHA. 

I would say, something Serious, in your breast? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

One with the ladies should not dare to jest ! 

MARTHA. 

Ah ! still you take me not ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I would I could-^ 

I feel at least that you are very good ! 

(They pass on.) 

FAUST. 

My little Vngel, then, thou recoUected'st me. 
When here I first saluted thee ? 

MARGARET. 

Oh, did you not observe my downcast look ? 
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PAl*8T. 

Then, you forgive the liberty I took ? 

My iiuoknc€f I rather, ought to My, 

As you returned from Mats, the other day ! 

MARGAEBT. 

You to surprised me, that I shook all o'er ! 
So had I never been addiest before ; 
For no one could say any harm of me. 
'' Ah !" thought I to myself, *' I doubt, that be 
" Something of forwardness has seen, 
" Something about me, that should not hare 
Which made him think, at once, ' with her, iBdeed, 
Small ceremony I shall need !* ** 
And yet, I may as well confess, 
A feeling I can not express. 
Just then, began, within my heart, 
I know not why, to take your part — 
Yet, witii myself I then feh angry, too. 
To feel 1 was not angrier with you ! 

PAU8T. 

Sweet love ! 

MARGARBT. 

Wait, now ! 
(She gaihers an astw, and picks ojf tie pHah, 
by one.) 
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PAU8T. 

A nosegajr/efa f -'-v I'nJT/ 
A little game I ohuse; to phy^ ^ '.i ^ :* *: ■» ^ •. n'i\ 

RAU8T. 

A game .^ Come^lel me-aeei! i i^;. .!?;>'^ v h\ f? 

Go, go — you'll only 'km^ at me ! ■ ?v ^*)0 ^^'^i 

{Sheipidks Hk^peials, mmwmrmf tc im^lf.) • ^ 

FAUSTi.; \ .'?■ .. ^..'»r . "i.r.^ 

Wbat BmrHHirMt' thou ? • .j ?» * *♦ 

He foT«8 ime^rAowttBtmB not* 

FAU8T. /. v .. r . .. f-. 

Angel of Heaven ! -. i jm*^ «* 

MARGARET. (Continuing OS b0for€.) 

Loves me — rr-no t . . l oves me— -^-^ot. > 
(As she picks off the last petal, in great joy^) 
He loves me ! ,- * ^ ■ / 

FAU8T. 

Sweet! let the flower's promise stand, . :, .t ;*; 

For as a Heavenly aag«vy<!. 
Oh, yes, he loves thee— yes, he lov«^ tiic^eJ it 
Kiiow'»trl)ioii the mepniiig of '' h^ lovea ti|pei^,l? ,.^< 

{Takinff both ker* hands.) 

N 
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MARGARET. 

You make me tremble ! 

PAU8T, 

Oh, tremble not ! Let this one glance. 
This pressure of the hand proclaim to thee 
That, which no words could e'er express — 
What 'tis to yield ourselves entirely up. 
And feel a bliss, that ever must endnre ! 
Yes, ever ! for ifs end would be despair ! 
No end ! Oh, God, no end ! 

(Margaret presses his hands^ then breaks loose 
from him, and runs away. He stands mtising, 
a few moments, then follows her.) 
M A RTH A . {Approaching.) 
The Night comes on. 

M EPHISTOPHELES. 

Yes, and we must away ! 

MARTHA. 

I would have pressed your longer stay, 

But that it is a sad censorious spot ; 

As if they nothing else to do had got. 

But watch their Neighbor's footsteps in and out I 

Act as one will, one must be talked about 1 

But, our young pair i 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The Butterflies ! flo'iyn down the alley there 1 

MARTHA. 

I think he partial to her grows ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And she to him — so the world goes. 



179 



n2 



180 FAUST. 



A SUMMER HOUSE. 
(Margarrt runsintqit — phces herseifbehind the door — 
holds her finger to her lipSf and peeps through the 
chinks.) 

MARGARET. 

He comes ! 

PAUST. {Entering.) 
Hah, rogue, to act so sly a part ! 
I've caught thee now ! ^ 

{Kisses her.) 

MARGARET. 

(Embracing him, and returning his kiss.) 
Dear Man ! I love thee from my heart ! 

(Mephistophelbs knocks.) 
FAUST. {Stamping.) 



Who knocks ? 



MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

A friend. 

FAUST. 

A bmte ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Nay, come, Sir, come ! 
MARTHA. {Entering.) 



Sir, it is late. 



FAUST. 
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May I not see you home ? 



MARGARET. 



My Mother would farewell ! 



PAUST. 



Must I go, then ? 



Farewell ! 



MARTHA. 



Adieu ! 



MARGARET. 



May we soon meet again ! 
(Exeunt Fau^t and Mephibtophblbs.) 
Good Heavens ! Where is the man like him^ 
Can so discourse on every theme ? 
Blushing, upon him still I gaze, 
And answer, yes, to all he says — 
A fool I am, and e'er shall be ! 



I know not what he sees in me ! 



(Exit.) 
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A FOREST, AND A CAVE. 



FAUST. (SoltiS.) 

Yes, Spirit sublime ! Thou gayest to me all. 
All, that I prayed for. Thoa hast not in vain 
Upon me turned thy face, in fire ! Great Nature 
Thou gav'st me for a Kingdom, with the power. 
To feel, and to enjoy her ! To me thou 
More than a cold, and hasty gaze of wonder 
Permitted'st. Her most secret depths I may 
Explore, even as the bosom of a firiend ! 
Before my eyes, all ranks of living things 
Thou marshallest, and teachest me to know 
My brethren in the silent Grove, the Air, 
The Waters. And, when thro' the Forest roars. 
And creaks the Tempest, and the giant Pine 
Comes staggering down, amidst its neighbor boughs. 
And stems, crackling beneath it's shattering crash. 
Until it's fall the Mountain thunders forth, 
With a dull, hollow sound ! — then bear'st thou me 
Safe to some friendly cave, and show'st me, there. 
Myself — 'tis there the deep, and secret wonders 
Of my own bosom stand revealed ! Anon, 
The clear Moon, with her soothing influence. 
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Mounts the blue sky : and, from the rocky steep. 
And bosky swamp, the silvery forms of Eld, 
Before me gliding, soften down the rapture, 
Oft too intense, of Contemplation's hour ! 

'Tis now I feel, that nothing perfect e'er 
To Man was given ! This extacy sublime. 
Which hourly lifts me nearer to the Gods, 
With a companion hast thou clogged, with whom 
I can't dispense, tho' with cold insolence. 
In my own eyes he still degrades my spirit, 
Turning thy gifts to nothing, with a breath ! 
Unceasingly he fans within my breast, 
A raging glow to seek her lovely image ! 
Thus, from desire I reel into enjoyment. 
And, 'midst enjoyment, languish for desire ! 

{Enter Mephistopheles.) 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

How long do you intend this life to lead ? 
How can it still have charms for you ? 
To try it once were not amiss, indeed — 
Then haste thee on to something new. 

FAUST. 

Canst thou thy time no better, then, employ. 
Than in disturbing, thus, my hours of joy ? 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Do you speak that .in earnest? If ydu 4o>; -^J?' *' -^ 
Most willingly I leave you to repose ^^ . ^ f.^-^ ft**,* hw^t- i 
Chie so unlundy morose, JM^f emck-bmtiied^tov, : '' i*' :'' 
Is an associi^te one can beaf^to lose!; ^ . f - -m ■. r > ■ ' 
My hands are kept quite fuU, the live long day ; 
And yet it is impossible to say, . -: .\c-i-:<\< r.r- .* 

What he'd have done, or left undone, > xf.: ;v.- , : • 

. . FAUST*. J. :- .i.-7* •: • :•. /■ 

He would be thanked, I gather from>hv^ tone, n-.- 
For having teazed me 'till l^m almost deiMli h* 

MfiPHlSTOPHBLiBS. _ 

Poor child of JBarthl a^ blind li£^ liad'st tbofir Jed>' 
Without me ! From the frettmgs of* the brain^ i. 
I trust, for some time I. have set thee frei^ i .< ■ 
For thy departure thou had'st ta'Qn 
From thi^.wprld, long* since, but for me ! 
In caves, and rocky clefts, why sit, and scowl. 
Exactly like a moping owl { 
Or, like a toad, can it be good. 
Dank moss, and dripping stones to suiok, for food? 
^ A pretty pastime truly, this ! 1 feel 
Thou'st something ol' the Doctor in thee still I 



•■ ir 



FAUST. 185 



FAtJST. 

The new life-spring thou comprehendest hot, 
I gain from wandering in this desert spot ! 
Oh, of it's worth oould'st thou but form a guess. 
Thou art too much a Devil, thj envy to repress ! 

MEPHISTOPHELfiS. 

A super-earthly extacy it were. 

In dew, and darkness, on the hills to lie. 

And, clasping with delight both Earth and Sky, 

To swell out to a Godhead there \ 

Raking up Nature's pitii in fancy, still 

The whole six days' work in your breast to feel — 

In haughty strength, rapture untold to know — 

Then, in a stream of love, thro' ALL to flow, 

Loosed from the checks, that on poor elay attend ! 

And, then, the glorious thought — 

{With a ffesturi.) 
I say not how — to end ! 

PAUST. 

Oh, fy! 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

You don't approve of this, I see 
You cry **Oh, fy !" so squeamishly. 
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We must not to chaste ears, it seems, pronounce^ 
That, which the chastest hearts can not renounce ! 
Think not I grudge the pleasure thus derived 
From false pretences — it is not long lired. 
Already beaten back into the past 
Thou art — and, should the conflict longer last, 
Thou'rt sure to fret, 'till all shall end for thee. 
In madness, or in wasting agony ! 

Enough of this — at home, thy little loye 
Still sits ; and all to her is cold, and drear ! 
Thee from her thoughts she can't remove — 
Thou art to her unutterably dear ! 
Like rivulet swelled by melted snow, 
At first your passion rushed amain. 
Her gentle heart to overflow : 
And now your brook is dry again ! 
Methinks, instead of reigning in this wood, 
'Twere for your Lordship quite as good, 
To shew the little monkey some regard. 
That might, in part, her love reward. 
The time to her seems miserably long ! 
There stands she at the window, and surveys 
The passing clouds, that sweep along, 
Over the old Town wall, with anxious gaze ; 
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And, *' Oh, were I a little bird !" her song, ^^ 

Full half the night, and all the day ! ^ ^ 

Whilst thro' her grief a smile will sometimes play, 
And, for a moment, she ccmiposed appears, ^ 

Because exhausted of her tears — 
Yet, ever doating ! 

PAUST. ■■ 

Serpent ! Serpent ! 

.MEPHIST0PHELB8. (Aside.) 



One, that may catch thee yet ! 

PAUST. 

No more of this ! 

* 

Dare not the lovely Maid to name. 
Monster, begone — ^nor seek again t'inflame 
My half-distracted senses, with desire 
For her sweet body ! 

MKPHISTOPH£LE8. 

May I, then, enquire 
What's to be done ? She thinks herself by ydn 
Deserted — which, indeed, is partly true. 

PAUST. 

Tho* near her now, where'er I may be thrown, 
Her I can ne'er forget, can never lose ! 
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The Eacharist, toached by her sweet lips aione. 
With envy still my jemlous spirit views ! 

MBPHI8TOPHBUB8. 

My friend, I've often envied yo«, indeed. 

The twin>pair that among fresh roses feed ! 4 

FAUST. / 

Pander, avaunt ! 

MliPHI»TOPHBLES. 

Well said ! You make me smile ! 
The God, who made Ae Sexes, did, the while. 
The noble calling condescend to ply, -^ 

Of finding for them opportunity. 
But, come along-^^So great a hardship is it, 
Your Mistress in her bed-room, then, to visit i ". .- 

^is not to death I usher thee ! 

PAUST. 

Within her arms, what were Heaven's joys to me ? 

Let me but warm me on her breast ! 

Must I not evei* feel hcJr misery ? 

I am an outcast, of no home possest — 

A monster, witbbtit Aim, or end, / 

That, like a Mountain tohrent, must descend. 

Hurrying from rock to' rock, to fttry lai^hed, 

'Till down the precipice at once 'tis dashed ! — 
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In child-like innocence, she, at the side, v . j | 

In her low Cot, and scanty. Alpine field, ; JV 

Enough for her a little World to yield. 

And for her simple household cares provide ! , ;/. 

And I the hated one of God I . - ■ , ■'!' 

Why could it not suffice, 

T' unseat the rocks, and scatter them abroad, { 

In fragments ? Her, too, must I undermine ? 

Uproot her peace ? Hell claims the sacrifice ! 

Then, help me, friendly Devil — and be it thine, i 

To shorten this suspense for me ! . i 

What must be, let it quickly be ! ; jO 

Oh, that her fate may headlong on me rush, ^,^ 

And, in one moment, both together orush ! . . \r 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Oh, how it glows again, and how it boils ! 

Go, get you in, you goose, and comfort her ! , _^^ 

The fool, who sees no outlet from his toik, ^ . 

At once concludes that he must perish tjhere. . ^ , ly. 

Give me the man, who struggles fearlessly ! , i 
(And you're now fiend enough, in most aQjairs) .<.,.,.>. 

What in the World can more insipid be,, r. , ,,-, 

Than your poor Devil, who despairs ? , • m ^ ^ H 
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MARGARET'S ROOM. 



MARGARBT. 

(Ahne at her fpinning wheel.) 
My peace is gone ! 
My heart is sore f 
I never shall find it. 
No, never more ! 



There is my grave, 
Where he is not, — 
And all the world 
One bitter thought ! 

My little head 
Is gone astray — 
My little brain 
Melted away ! 

My peace is gone ! 
My heart is sore ! 
I never shall find it- 
No, never more ! 



/ 
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For him I watch. 
In the window seat ; 
Him only I seek. 
As I roam the street ! 



His lofty gait ! 
His noble form ! 
The smile of his lips. 
And his glance so warm 



f 



The charm of his speech 
Itself is bliss ! 

Then, the squeeze of his hand- 
And, oh, his kiss ! 



My peace is gone ! 
My heart is sore ! 
I never shall find it- 
No, never more ! 



My bosom strains 
So after him ! 
Might I embrace him, 
And hold him tight. 
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And kiss him, kiss him, 
To my heart's desire ! 
In those sweet kisses, 
I would expire ! 
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MARTHA'S GARDEN. 



MARGARET — PAUST. 



MARGARET. 

Promise me, Henry ! 

FAUST. 

Yes, all I can do '. 

MARGARBT. 

What are thy thoughts about Religion ? 
Thou art the dearest, best of Men, 'tis true ; 
And yet I fear thou hast but little or none ! 

/ FAUST. 

No more, of this — Enough for thee, to feel 
How I do love thee ! That love would I seal 
With my heart's blood ! but trouble no man's creed. 

MARGARET. 

That is not right — we must believe ! 

FAUST. 

Must we, indeed ? 

MARGARET. 

Ah, if o'er thee I'd any influence ! 

Thou honorest not the blessed Sacraments. 

o 
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FAUST. 

I honor them. 

MARGARET. 

Withoat partaking them, alas I 
Say, when hast thou confessed, or been to Mass ? 
Dost thou believe in God ? 

FAUST. 

My love, who dares aver, 
" I do believe in God?" 
Ask of your Priest, of your Philosopher — 
The answer will appear 
To mock' the questioner ! 

MARGARET. 

Then thou dost not believe ? 

FAUST. 

My meaning, dearest, do not misconceive*- 

Who dares name Him, 

And yet declare, 

" I do believe in Him?" 

Can any feel. 

And venture to affirm, 
** I believe in him not ?" 
The All-embracer ! 
The All-supporter ! 
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Doth He not compass, and sustain, 

Thee, me. Himself? 

Vaults not itself the Heaven above ? 

Lies not the Earth secure below ? 

And, with a friendly twinkling, mount not 

Th' Eternal Stars on high t 

Doth not mine eye peer into thine ? — 

Thine into mine ? 

FeeFst thou not all thronging 

Towards thy head and heart ? — 

Weaving, in endless mystery. 

Visibly, invisibly, around thee ? 

Fill thou thy heart with it ; 

And fill it full ! 

When with the feeling thou art wholly blest, 

Call it whatever thou wilt — 

Cairt Happiness, Heart, Love, or God ! 

I have no name for it — 

Feeling is all ! 

Name is but sound and smoke. 

Clouding Heaven's brightness ! 

MARGARET. 

All this, indeed, sounds mighty well ; 

'Tis muoh the same as what our Priest lays down ; 

Only in somewhat diflferent words, I own. 

o2 
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FAUST. 

All hearts, beneath the Sun, this truth to tell, 
Each in it's proper dialect, combine ; 
And why, love, may not I, in mine ? 

MARGARET. 

How well so-e'er you make it out, 
Still there is something wrong, I doubt ! 
A Christian thou art not. 

FAUST. 

Sweet soul ! 

MARGARET. 

Then, I 
Have long deplored the company 
You keep. 

FAUST. 

How so ? 

MARGARET. 

The Man who lives with you, 
I, from the bottom of my soul, detest I 
If any thing, my whole life through. 
E'er struck a dagger thro' my breast, 
'Tis that Man's horrid look ! 

FAUST. 

Nay, nay, my dear. 
That man you need not fear. 
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MARGARET. 

I bear good-will to all, as Christians shoald, 
But his mere presence agitates my blood ! 
As to behold thee is my chief delight. 
From him I start with horror and afiright ! 
I, for a Villain, too, have held him long — 
God pardon me, if I have done him wrong ! 

FAUST. 

Such humorists, my love, there still will be. 

MARGARET. 

But never fit associates for me ! 
I never see him enter here. 
Without a cold, sarcastic leer. 
Something so savage in his eyes ! 
One sees he can with nothing sympathise — 
Upon his brow that's written legibly. 
He ne*er could love a human soul, not he ! 
I feel so blest, when circled by thine arm. 
In such abandonment, so free, so warm ! 
And then comes he and quite shrinks up my 

FAUST. 

Thou evil boding Angel. 

MARGARET. 

So opprest 
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I feel, whene'er he joins our company. 
As I had even lost my love for thee ! 
Besides, when he is by, I cannot pray — 
And this so eats into my heart ! Oh, say. 
My Henry, is it not the same with thee I 

FAUST. 

I see, thou'st taken an antipathy ! 

MARGARET. 

I now must go — 

FAUST. 

Shall I ne'er have the power. 
To hang upon thy bosom, one short hour ? 
There, breast to breast, and soul with soul unite t 

MARGARET. 

Ah ! if I slept alone, I would contrive. 
To leave my door ajar, this very Night ! 
But Mother sleeps so ill, I fear she might 
Discover us. That I could not survive I 

FAUST. 

My Angel, that thou need'st not fear. 
Just three drops from this phial here. 
Pour thou into her nightly drink — 
Her nature in the deepest sleep must sink. 
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MARGARET. 

Nay, is there aught I would not do for thee ? 
I hope it can do her no injury ! 

FAUST. 

If, so my love, would I thus counsel thee ? 

MARGARET. 

Something compels me to obey you still, 

Whate'er your wish, if I but look on you ! 

I've done so much for you, I can't but feel 

How little there remains for me to do ! (Exit.) 

(Enter MEPHISTOPHELES.) 

The Monkey — is she gone ? 

FAUST. 

Again, a Spy ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I overheard all, certainly — ' 
Yes, Doctor, and am well advised. 
How shrewdly you've been catechised ! 
And much good may it do you, Sir ! 
The Girls, believe me, one and all prefer 
To see men godly, as their fathers were : 
For, where they truly are so, they believe. 
The greater homage will the Sex receive. 



200 FAUST. 



FAUST. 

Base Monster, thou conceivest not. 
How that true, loving spirit, fraught 
With that Faith, which alone is sure. 
Her soul's salvation to secure, 
Should tremble, with a holy fear. 
For the lost soul of one to her so dear I 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Thou sport of super-sensual desire ! 
A little Gipsey leads thee by the nose^ 

ft 

FAUST. 

Thou base-born Son of dirt and fire ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And then in Physiognomy she shews 
Herself a Mistress ! In my presence, she 
Still feels she knows not what ! I plainly see. 
There's some expression in the mask I wear ! 
She takes me for a Genius, one would swear — 
Perhaps the Devil himself ! Well, well — to night I 

FAUST. 

What's that to thee? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

'Tis not indifferent quite ! 



.^•^ 
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THE WELL. 



MARGARET.— LISETTE. 

( With pitchers.) 



LISBTTK. 

Hast' nothing heard of Barbara ? 

MARGARET. 

No, not a word. From home I seldom stir. 

LISETTE. 

All's true — Sibella told it me, to-day — 
At last, the fellow's made a fool of her. 
This comes of giving one self airs ! 

MARGARET. 

How SO I 
LISETTE. 

Shame on her ! At her meals, the wretch feeds two ! 

MARGARET. 

Alas, the day ! 

LISETTE. 

She's rightly served, the naughty thing ! 
How long upon the lad she hung ! 
And, then, what endless junketting. 
The neighbouring villages among ! 
She in the dance the first must ever be, 
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So much upon her beauty counted she ! 

Daily he treated her with pies and wine — 

Nor had she even the virtue to decline 

Presents from him ! then, how they kfssed and clipped ! 

No wonder that the flower was nipped ! 

MARGARET. 

Poor thing ! 

LISBTTB. 

And can you recUly pity her ? 
At night, when at our spinning we all were. 
And not allowed to step into the street. 
There, openly, she would her Lover meet ; i 

And on the bench before the door, would they. 
Or in the entry, pass whole hours away — 
But, now, such conduct she must dearly me^— 
Yes, and do penance in a white sheet, too ! 

MAR6ARBT. 

He'll marry the poor girl, no doubt ? 

LISETTE. 

Oh, he knows better what he is about ! 
A brisk youtig fellow is too apt to rove — 
And so, he's off. 

MARGARET. 

For shame ! to leave his love ! 
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LISETTE. 

If she should get him, not much better 'twere ! 
The boys her garland would be sure to tear. 
And we chopped straw before her door to lay. 

{Exit.) 
MARGARET. {Passing on.) 
How bitterly I once could scold away, 
Myself, if a poor Maiden went astray ! 
I even wanted language, to proclaim 
My indignation at a Sister's shame ! 
How black I thought the deed ! and, howsoe'er 
I tried to blacken it, it seemed I ne'er 
Could blacken it enough ! and then would I 
Blessing myself, hold up my head so high ! 
But, now, oh, what a prostrate thing I lie I 
Yet all that drove me to't, I fear. 
Was much too sweet ! was much too dear ! 

(Exit.) 
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A NICHE IN THE TOWN HALL, 
Containing an image of the Mater Dolorosa, wi 

pots of flowers before it. 

MARGARET. 

{After placing fresh flowers in the pots.) 
Deign to incline 
Thy looks benign, 
Sweet Mourner, on my need ! 

Plunged in thy heart a sword, 
Long, long hast thou deplored 
Thy Son, condemned to bleed ! 

Thou to the Father bendest. 
And sighs to Heaven sendest ! 
For His, and thy distress ! 

Ah, who may feel, 

Ah, who reveal 

A grief like this I own ? 

Or with what anguish, 

I still must languish ? 

Thou, Thou, and Thou alone ! 
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Wherever I may go. 

What woe, what woe, what woe 

Is in my bosom nurst ! 

Whenever I'm alone, 

I moan, I moan, I moan — 

Feeling my heart will burst ! 



On the flower-pots in my window. 
The tears fell fast from me. 
As early I, this Morning, 
Gathered these flowers for Thee ! 



As on my lonely chamber 
First glowed the Morning's red. 
All sleepless with my sorrow, 
I sat up in my bed ! 

Oh, heal my wounds, that do so bleed ! 

Deign to incline 

Thy looks benign. 

Sweet Mourner, on my need ! 
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THE STREET BEFORE MARGARET'S DOOR. 



VALENTINE. {A Soldier and Margaret's brother.) 



VALENTINE. 

'Midst Roisterers, at a drinking bout. 

Where all their Sweethearts' praises shout; 

And, as the " Flower of Maids'* goes round. 

The toast is in full bumpers drowned. 

How oft have I, quite at my ease. 

And leaning on my elbow, heard 

Them vent their maudlin rhapsodies ! 

Then, with a full glass in my hand. 

Smiling, and stroking down my beard, 

I've said; ** all very fine — but yet, 

'* Where is the girl, thro'out the Land, 

*' That can compare with Margaret ? 

" Not one is fit to wipe her shoes !" 

Then, midst the clatter that ensues. 

The ring of glasses, there were sure to be 

Some, who would cry, '* her Sex's crown is she !"' 

And straight the boasters tongue-tied were ! 

But now ! Oh, I could tear my hair, 

And knock my head against the wall \ 
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Now, I must bear the taunts of all, 
While, like a fraudful Bankrupt, I 
Their scurvy jests without reply. 
Must bear, and learn to keep my seat. 
When every chance word makes me sweat ! 
For, tho* I ran the rascals thro', 
I could not say ; *' this is not true !" 

But what are these come creeping here ? 
Two I believe, there are— 'tis so: 
Should he be one of them, I swear. 
Alive from hence he shall not go ! 

FAUST. — MFPHISTOFHBLES. {With a guitar.) 



FAUST. 

See, in the window of the Sacristy, 

Th' eternal lamp's aspiring glimmer. 

While the sides dimmer grow, and dimmer; 

"Till all is buried in obscurity ! 

Even such the gloom, that gathers in my breast ! 

« 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Such tender languor has my soul possest, 
As the enamoured gijbnciit.feels. 
When to the roof, v^ * ids ! 
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My feelings are quite virtuous ne'ertheless. 
Still with a touch of theivish wantonness — 
'Tis the approach of glorious May-day Night, 
That thrills thro' all my fibres with delight! 
Cheer up! we have to wait but one day more, ■ 
For joys we know are well worth waking for! 

FAUST. 

Is that a treasure rising, pray. 
The little flame I see, that way ? 

MBPHI8TOPHBLBS. 

« 

All in good time — You'll Hve to see 
The casket disinterred, and speedily. 
I gave a squint at it, for half a minute. 
And spied some noble Lion-dollars in it, 

FAUST. 

Is there no trinket there? Not even a ring? 
Some trifle I to Margaret must bring. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Of something of the sort I caught a sight, 
A string of pearls, if I am right. 

FAUST. 

That's well ! I'm sorry to go near her. 
Unless some pretty present I can bear her^ 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Surely yon ought not to regret^ 
That gratis you may sometiiiiig get 
But, since the Stars are in the Sky» 
A masterpiece of Song I'll give her— 
It shall be pure morality. 
The better to deceive her ! 

{Sings, to the guitar.) 

** Young Kate, wherefore 

" Stand thus before 

*' Thy lover's dow, 

*' Just at the peep of Day I 

^' Oh, let it be ! 

^* A Maid tho' he 

*' May welcome thee, 

*' No Maid thou'lt go away ! 

'' Temptation shun ! 

*' When once 'tis done, 

** Thy peace is gone; 

" And thou art lost for ever ! 
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" Maidens, take oare ! 

" Of Man beware, 

" And trust him ne'er, 

" Without the ring, Oh, never I" 
VALENTIN K. (Coming forwards.) 
Whom would ye lure, false knaves accurst? 
Why is't that so our ears ye split ? 
To Hell I'll send the catgut first, 
And then the Singer after it ! 

MEPH'ISTOPHELES. 

He's shattered my guitar, I swear I 

VAI4ENTINB. 
And now for shattered skuUs prepare I 

MEPHISTOPHELES. (To FAUST.) 

Doctor, stand fast, and ne'er give way — 
Out with that Snickersnee you carry ! 
We'll shew the rogue some pretty play ; 
While you shall push, and I will parry ! 

VALENTINE. 

Then parry this, my Maaters ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Well— why not ? 

VALENTIN B. 

And this ! 
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MEPHISTOPHELES. 

There ! 

VALENTINE. 

With the Devil to do IVe got ! 
What can it be ? I feel my hand is lamed ! 

, MEPHI6TOPHBLBS. (To FaUST.) 

Thrust home ! 

VALENTINE. 

Ah, me ! 

(Falls.) 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

The lubber you have tamed ! 
But now we must be off— make haste, and come I 
Already, hark ! they raise the hue and cry ! — 
With the Police I'm pretty well at home ; 
But of the Criminal Court I'm rather shy ! 

MARTHA. {At her umidaw,) 
Turn out ! Turn out ! 

MARGARET. {At her window.) 
A light ! A light ! 

MARTHA. 

Oh, how they rail, and tear, and fight ! 

PEOPLE. 

Here's one of them lies dead ! 

p2 
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MARTHA. {Coming out^) ■^' ^ 

The Murderers are iBed ! u •' 

MAR6ARBT. (Coming out^) ' -^ "'f ■ i 

Who's he lies here ? .« 

Thy Mother's Son it is. 

MARGARET. 

Almighty God ! that I should witness this! 

VALBNTINEiv 

Fm dying — that is easy to declare-^ 
And easier to do 'twill be ! i 

Women, leave off your howling, there ; 
Come closer, and attend tome. • ut^; J ,si 

( They gather r&mid'himi^ ^ 



i ' 
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Thou art too young, poor Margaret, 
And somewhat green in business yet ! 
Then, take my last advice, before 

I die Since thou'rt become a whore. 

Be thou a thorough one, my dear ! 

MARGARET. 

From thee, O God ! this must I hear I 

VALENTINE. " ' --' •Mti 

Leave out God's holy name, I pray! 
Enough, that whatis^oneinf done^-^ 



. z' 
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The course of things will have it's way — 
You secretly begin with one ; 
But more will, by degrees, come on, 
Encreasing ever, 'till thou'rt grown 
The common hack of all the Town ! 

When in the world Shame first appears, 
She*s thought too foul to see the light : 
No — ^we would throw the veil of Night 
Over the bantling's head and ears — 
Nay more, would gladly smother it I 
But when to Womanhood she comes. 
Half naked thro' the streets she roams, 
(In beauty not improved a whit) 
And/ the more hideous to the sight 
She grows, the more she courts the light <! 

Already I foresee the day. 
Thou trull ! thy friends will turn from thee. 
As from a tainted corpse, away. 
With horror still, and loathingly ! 
How will thy heart, then, writhe, with pain. 
Should they but look thee in the face ! 
Then thou'lt display no golden chain. 
Nor pride thee on thy frill of lace. 
At Church, on thee no more they'll gaze. 



.' ' 
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Or in the waltz's whirling maze ! 
Thy dwelling some dark hole shidl be. 
Among the lowest, and the worst ; 
And even should Heaven pardon thee. 
On Earth thou'rt sure to stand accurst ! 

MARTHA. 

Commend thy soul to God above ; 
Nor, in thy death, a slanderer prove r 

VALENTINE. 

Oh, that I could but reach thee now. 
Thou withered, shameless, pimping sow ! 
I'd do what should, at once, atone 
For all the ill I've ever done ! 

MARGARET. • 

Brother, this agonising pain ! — 

VALENTINE. 

A truce with tears, I say again ! 

When with your honor you could part, 

You plunged a dagger in my heart ! 

And now I hasten,, thro' the grave, ^ ' 

To face my God, a Soldier brave ! 

(J9i€}r.) 
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THE CATHEDRAL, 
The service chaunted, accompanied by the Organ^ . 

Margarbt in the crowd. — Evil SriRiT behind her. 



EVIL SPIRIT. 

How different, Margaret, was't with thee. 

When thou, still full of innocence, 

Camest before the altar here. 

Out of thy well-thumbed litHe book. 

Lisping thy prayers. 

Half childish play. 

Half God within thy heart ! 

Margaret ! 

How feels thy head ? 

What's the misdeed 

Weighs down thy heart? 

Prayest thou for thy Mother's sottl, who 

Slept over, into 'long, long pain, thro' Hxeel 

Whose blood thy door- way stains ? 

And, underneath thy heart. 

Stirs something not, already quickening. 

Torturing itself and thee, 

With the too ominous present moment ? 



. I 
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MAR6ARBT. 

Alas, Alas ! 

That I could rid me of these thoughts, >. > vn^- 

That still so rush across me, ^ n .. ou.i Vi / 

Against my will ! 

Chorus* 
Dies irae, dies ilia, .:»r »'*^* ^ i* 

Solvet Soeclum in favilla. m- ;u i^' ;. ^ t* 

{Organ,}' r j ^ - « • ? 

EVIL SPIRIT. - i /'' 

Horror seizes thee ! 

The trumpet sounds ! - fill 

Tremble the graves ! . >• r a- V/ 

And thy heart, 

From out if s sleeping ashes, roused to life. 

Shudders before 

The fiery torments ! . . \', 

MARGARET. .-O 

Would I were away I - ^- ■< - j»i5i'> 

I feel, as if the Organ 

Quite choked my breath — ; i 

As if the chaunt . ; I 

Dissolved my heart within me ! 



»■>■ 
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Chorus. 

Judex ergo cum sedebit, ,,,-. < /. 

Quioquid latet apparebit, ■ > .' 

Nil inultum remanebit. , ;. s . i 

MAR6ARRT. 

I feel so pent ! 
The very pillars 
Are closing on me ! 
The vaulted roof 
Will crush me !— Air ! 

EVIL SPIRIT. 

Hide thee I Sin and Shame 
Will not remain concealed ! 
Air? Light? 
Alas, for thee ! 

Chorus. 
Quid sum miser tunc dicturus ? 
Quern patronum rogaturus ? 
Cum vix Justus si^securus ! 

EVIL SPIRIT. 

From thee the glorified 

Their faces turn ! 

Their hands to reach to thee. 
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Shudder the pure ! 
\y^oe to thee ! 

Chorus. 
Quid sum miser tunc dfcturus ? 

MARGARBT. 

Neighbor ! Your smelling bottle ! 

{She fawtt away^) 



i. 
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MAY-DAY NIGHT. ' 



The Harz Mountains, district q/'ScHiRKE, andlEhEVli* 



FAUST.— MEPHISTOPHELES. 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

To moimt upon a broomstick long'st thon not ? 
Of a good stout he-goat right glad were I ! 
For by the road we're going, certainly, 
It will be Jong ere we can reach the spot. 

FAUST. 

So long as firm upon my legs I walk, 
This knotted stick will be enough for me. 
Of shortening the road why should we talk ? 
To saunter thro' the Valley, leisurely, 
Explore it's windings — then again to scale 
Some lofty crag, o'er which, into the vale. 
Headlong the living wave for ever leaps ; — 
Here is a joy mcust lighten aH our steps ! 
Among the Birch trees Spring begins to weave ; 
And even the Pines her genial warmth receive : 
Then, why not we ? Why should she pass us by ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Faith, I feel nothing of the sort, not I ! 
Winter, indeed, I feel all over me : 
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And'ffioft md saow I should prefer to see I 

How melancholy the imperfeot disk, 

Of yon red Moon arises, with a ray 

So dull and faint, that, as we grope our way. 

At every step, we run the risk. 

To knock our heads against some rock, or tree ! 

Sir, may I call a Jack. oXanthom here? ^ 

Yonder I see one, bumiog merrily! ^ 

Hollo, my friend! Thou dost appear 

To blaze away for nothing^-Htnight I pray, ;' *> 

Thou would'st be pleased to light us on our way! ^ '^ 

JACK-O'-LANTHORN. ^ . ' ^ >«v >* 

Out of respect forjwm, I liope I may,- > V< ^ 

For once, my naiUnral bent contrive to force r • " «' ' -^ > : ^ * 
For our's is commonly a zig-zag course! i .^ ^ ? 

MEPIiiaTOPHELES. , 1 * ^^ jit i 

Ay, ay! Mankind ye fain would imitate I J > :y >M 

March, in the Devil's name! and lead us straight^--' > W 
If not, thy flickering life I'll soon blow out! • t.\% 

JACK-o'-LANTHO«N. . r / 

The Master here I see^you are; / . i : > // 

And I must be conforaiaMa, no doubt, ^li '-.AkK ^nr>l 

You know the JStonntaiii'^ magic^-struok to^nigfail ; v/ 
So, if you take a Jacl^df.-laiitlNiim's,J%ht»^; . ? i^^O ?dT 
I hope you won't be too particular ! 
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FAUST, MBPHISTOPHELES, attd JACK-0'*LAKTHORN!/ 

sinff alternately. 
We now have entered, as it seems. 
The Sphere of Magic, and pf dreams I 
Bright Imp, perform thy service dtilj; • 
Lead on, and see thou lead us tnily-^ 
Come — ^forwards ! for we are in haste, ' 
To reach the wide, and dreary waste ! 

See trees, on trees, a waving throng. 
With lightning's speed, now harry by ! 
The rocks, too, how their heads they bow. 
To greet us, as they past us fly ! 
Their jutting snouts, so sharp, and bmg^ 
Hark, how they snuff, and snort, and iilowi 

How thro' the turf, and o'er the stones, 
The sparkling runnels dance along ! 
Hear I Love's sweet, imploring tones ? 
Hear I a mstUng? Hear I song ? 
The voices of once happy days ? ' 

All that in hope — in love, is found ? 
While, like the notes of ancient lays, . > r . ; IVl 

Kind Echo gives us back the sound ! ^ ^■i'.- • lu^i 

Whoo hooj Too whoo ! So near are they, ' <; ^ ^ f 
The Owl, the Lapwiag, and'the^ Jay? ^ ' ^" ' ^ • ^-^ 
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Strange, tiiat they should be still awake ! 
Hah ! Salamanders, in the brake. 
With their swollen paunches, and long shanks ? 
See the huge roots, like Serpents, writhe 
Thro' the cleft rocks, and sandy banks. 
While they push forth their offsets lithe. 
Our souls to fright, our feet to snare i 
From living specks, they, every where, 
Fibres, like polipuses stretch. 
To trip up some poor wandering wretch !' 
Behold, how mice, of every hue. 
Are trooping, in the marsh beneath ! 
See, how they gambol thro' the heath ! 
What countless swarms of fire-flies, too. 
Flicker about, on every side, 
A wildering escort to provide ! 

Nay, tell me, are we standing still ? 
Or moving onwards, now, are we ? 
For all around me seems to wheel ! ' 
The rocks and trees to grin at me ! 
While Jack-o'-lauthoms multiply. 
Swelling with pride, as they flit by ! 

MBPHISTFOPHELBS. 

Now of my skirt take thou £uit hold — ' 
The brain with wonder giddy grows, 
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From this high peak, as we behold. 
How, in the mountain. Mammon glowis ! 

FAUST. 

How strangely, thro' each dark ravine, 
A red light iQames, like opening mom ! 
Pervading every rift 'tis seen, 
That in the mountain's side is torn ! 
Black fogs, and gauze-like vapours mount. 
Thro' which the sti*eaming glow is spread. 
Now, creeping like a slender thread. 
Now, gushing up, a fiery fount! 
It's downward course it now maintains. 
Meandering thro' a hundred veins, 
Till, in too close a channel pent. 
Exploding, it in foam is sprent ; 
And fly the globules far and wide. 
Like golden sand, on every side ! 
And look ! the mountain's steepy height. 
From base to summit, bums outright ! 

M£PUISTOPH£L£S. 

Doth not Lord Mammon bravely light 
His Palace, for our May-Day Night ? 
'Tis well you've seen it, I protest ! 
For I scent many a boisteroiis^ guest. 
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FAUST. . "^ ^»'J ?'<lir« »>t 

How, in the Sky, the Tempest Yagas stfli ! ^ • > afr iL>»i^ 
Sorely it's buffets on my neck I feel ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. ' 

By the rock's ancient ribs hold fast, 

Or thou'lt be hurried headlong' by the Mast !*= 

Now, gathering clouds the night enshroud- — ^^ - 

Hark to the Forest, booming loud ! 

Abroad the startled owls are flitting, ^-^^^ ^ 

Of the green Palaces the columns splitting ! ^ • "».f^* 

In wild confusion all contending, : . wu^ 

How the majestic stems are bending ! ■ ■ • " ■^ii^ 

Hark, how the creaking boughs are snapping! ;_ 

See, how the straining roots are gaping ! ^ . - \ A* 

With what tremendous uproar, now, they all. 

Over each other, crackling, crashing, Ml; "* 

While, thro' each gully, cumbered with the t *••• v ; '* 

The hissing, howling gusts incessant break I ' 

Voices above thee dost thou hear ? 

And, round about thee, far and near? "" . -- \ 

Hark, o'er the mountain, all along, ' v^ ^^ 

How streams the Witches' frantic song ! 

CHORUS OF WIT0HB8. 

Up to the Brocken ww'fe merrily borne; - ' 

The stubble. is yellow, and green the com! 
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To-Bight the whole conolare of rWitohes meet. 
And high above tdl U ^giveat Xfiiaa's 8»t\ 
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Alone, Mother. AmlKi approaohes now. 
Gaily astride on a |aiTQW94. S<>w ! ^ , 

GH0RV.9 OF WI^TCHi^. , , 4l 

Honor to those, to whoo^ j^pncor is. due ! 

Diane Baubo, advance, at tbe he^ of our crew 1 

On a strong backed Sow tlie Mother we see. 

And followed by all of the Witph troop i^ she ! y^ 

Which road did'st ttuOQ come by, Miatre^ mine I , , ^. 

VOIQB. . . ^t 

I came by the roaid over Il^enstein-^ 

At the owl in iier nest a ^y peep I took ; 

But the creature,! die .gave me, ob, such a look ! 

To Hell may'st thou go ! .^^ r . .= . , ^ j 

Why hurriest thou so J. . . . . ^.. j^; 

She brushed me^ fM.shve pasn^,.ttt^ jade ! 

See what a wound:jBilM» berft.|#s lOfl^el . -.r .>f . 
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CHORUS OF WITCHES.^ > * r .?!.'// 

The road is broad, the road is long ; 
What means this nois j Bedlam tlmmg ? 
The broom will scratch — ^the fork is poked — 
The mother bursts, and the child is choked ! 

WIZARDS. HALF CHORUS. 

See how, like Snails, we idly creep ! 

And how the Women by os sweep ! 

A" ■■-. "■ 

TA^y're sure, whene'er for Hell the race is. 
To beat us by a thousand paces ! 

THB OTHER HALF. 

Thaf s hard upon the Sex, indeed ! 
If they a thousand paces need. 
The Man, whate'er their speed be found. 
Will do it at a single bound ! 

VOICE. (From iUnwe.y 
Come with us, come with us, from Felsen-lake ! 

VOICES. {From below.) 
How gladly we upwards our flight would take ! 
To wash ourselves clean is our ceaseless care ; 
Yet, clean as we've made us, still barren we arie ! 

BOTH CHORUSES. 

^ 1 ■ t 

The Wind is stilly and tl^e S;i;ars are fled ; 
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And the moon is fain to hide her head 1 
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While sputter forth ^tie mdgie Quire/ 
In clouds, their sparks of living fire! 
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VOICE. {From helon).) 

Oh, stay ! oh, st^y t 

VoitE. {From db'ove.) 
Who from the cleft rbck calls this way? 

\oice\ (]Pr6m betow.) 

' *'''■ 
Oh, take me with you ! <jh, take me with you ! 

I have been climbing, full three liuhdred years. 

And never could reach the summit yet t 

Among my fellows, I long so to get ! 

BOTH CHORUSB^. 

On besom, or on istaff, astride^ 
Or on a fork, or goat, we ride. 
For ever sunk is that poor wight. 
Who cannot raise himself to-night ! 

HALF- WITCH. {Frombelow.) 

To lag behind is still my lot ! 
Ah me, how high the restliave got ! 
No peace for me there is at home ; 
Nor find I peace, when here 1 come ! 

CHORUS OF WITCHES. 

The ointment permits not us Witclies to flag ! 

• • • , _■ _..' ■ 1^ 
We make a stout sail of the veriest rag ! 

Q2 
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Of an old trough a pinnace sea- worthy ahd tij^t !' - -"^^ ^^ 
He never will fly. Sirs, who flies not to-night ! - • " \ ^ 

BOTH CHORUSES. ' "' 

And when we have rounded the Mountain's top, 
'Tis then on the ground ye must let yourselves drop, ■'" '-"^ 
And cover the heather for many a rood. 
With your clustering swarms of the true Witch brood ! ' 

{They lei themselves dtHon.) 

MEPHISTOPHEIiES. '^ 

What squeezing, pushing, rustling, clattering ! 

What hissing, twisting, shifting, chattering! 

•••''/ 

What sparkling, crackling, burning, stinking, here!' 

This is, indeed, a true Witch atniospbere ! ■ 

Cling fast, or else we shall be 'swept asunder! 

Where art thou ? 

FAUST. {At a distancL) ' ' ^ ' " 

■ -■ »■ . 

Here ! 

MEPHISTOPH£L£S. 

Already carried yonder ? 
My stafi* of OflSce noW I must assume ! 
'Tis Voland comes! Sweet people, pray'ms^e rooln!'' 
Room, there, I say! Doctor, lay hold of me; " "' 
And, at one bound, we from this mob ate fre^ ! '"''" '** !'* 
It is too fratittd 6V^n for'stich as me ! ' j- .. i 
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What is% 4^gl(?f^i^^wi^ such.p^uUv ghmr i»i > v*: HJ 
And towsyrds }(fM|[^j^ush^6>st^l attracts ii^ lyf^ t aH 

Come, if you please, ^^e will just stipriu there. 

Spirit of ooutradictioii I wberesoe'er : . „; < . i<:^i\j ,>iT 
Thou list! But I mu^t say, it 3Qeiii& to md ^.^ » i^: > ^'. 
An odd arrangemefi^t*! tibat the 3roeke& we . : : ; vV 

l^hQplfl; yisit, w 1^ MayTJ)ay Night, 
To keep ourselves entirely put of sight ! 

Behold, what gay lights yonder gleam ! . i o.j \w 

A jovial Club assemt>led^ it would .^eem* ,, ., , i:.r\-^:' 

In^asmtsdl Compaq jire're, nets. aloi^ / - »» rj 

But up there I had rather be, for one ! 
There sulphurous flames I see« and qurling smoke 1 
There, to the Evil One how thick they flock ! 
There, many a riddle will be rightly read ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

And many more propouiided, in their steadJ ,. ,a«. > r|y 
Let the^<^at Wprld^e en bluster a^ it will ; .. , ,.v v ^/? 
In quiet, here, we will epscojice us stUl.., ^ .. ,,„,« 

'Tis an old s^yii^g.^, (^nd, I ^oi^pr^ i^X i^uiv.i .so ^ i /> > 
" The great World into jittle*\y^pi;lds ,^iU splil^", .,. , .^ 
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CertaiB young Witches I see naked, there! ' > ' - ^» 
To clothe thenwelves the ohl ones take good elure»«' ■ • ' r-'^ ^ 
Would you oblige me, never hesitate: •• ^■'- • *" ^ 

The (aborts triiing, the amusement great ! 
Tuning of instruments within I hear, ^' v^. \'{^ 

A cursed jangle we must learn to bear ! . .< ,. < 

But, come along; for I will have it so — • * / ^^ 

To introduce you, I before you go; • - c '^ -''O 

And you will thank me for't; I know ! 
Here there is* space enough, I trust, my firiend : ? 

Just look along — ^you scarce can see die end t - " -^^K-'rf/ 
A hundred fires are burning in ia row! , •-' --F' 

What cooking, prattling, dancing, wheedUng,^ dHld£ig«|l 
You^U ne'er see better sport than this, I'm thinking ! 

FAUST. -i- • ^- ■ ■ '^■•.' (t '^- i 

Wilt thou; to introduce US here, «- -mT 

As Devil, or* Sorcerer, appear ? - •^<\ 

MEPHISTOPHEBES; . j- . iT 

'Tis true, I often pass incognito ; 

But on great days, thieir Orders people wear.' ••"* -"^^ 

Altho' no Garten round my knee I diow$ '• /^ 

The cloven foot is duly honored here. : 1 1 M 

Look, how this snail comes creeping, in her sheft— - '^■" ^ 

See, how her feelers she before her throws ! 

She's found m€ out already ' smell; ■ 
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Conceal me he^e I could Qot» if I QhoM ! f\ui \'i^t-*'yj 
Our stroll^ from fire to fire, we'll now pursue^'. - Of^'^ I 
Your Setter I must be, the Fowler you. ^ lv^i5e'/^ 

( To some, mho. are sitting round txpirinff etatersJ) 
Old Sirs, why chuse ye the feg end of all*? ' ;.• :- ; J 
Your place should be the middle of the HaIl|M : .^"^f^ / 
Yes, in the thickest of .the revelry !—r .. -.. t- mtB 

One mopes enough at home, assuredlyf! • v <nir> T 

In Nations. who wx)uld ever put hia ^ru8t^<: . > i i 

Whatever reward his services might claim? ... n^l r^t\ 
'Tis with the People, as the Woumov jost-l.^^ • Mh<MH( A 
Fo|{.X)(Hith is ever sure to win the gilnie» > ^y* t^ >•• ^hiffi 

From the true path the World is gone astray : 
That I, once more, the good old times oould. see If ;: ,f, ^u 
Then, when in every thing we had our way-^ ,j.o,^ 
That was the real golden age. for me ! 

We had our wits about us,; you'll allow, . - :.-. ,. < ^.x]} 
While practising a thousand slippery trioks : . ; -. .^ t] /: 
But all things are turned topsy-tfirvyao^^;,;. 17 ,.'^ .rf 
Just at tt^emcunept, when we all.won{(LJSx.ln v. « j ,. } 

.. AUTHOR*;. :- -! ,,,. , .. ,^ 

How few there are, alas, throughout the Nation,.. 
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A work of moderate good sense iriil read f 

But save me from die risiiig Generatiofn ! ^ ~ - -^' ^ 

They are a pert» conceited race, indeed'! • • - •^'' -""* ' 

MBFH1STOPHBLB6. ^"' ^ ' 

( Who suddeniy appearsverf^kdi^^ - -'^it ' '^ 
For the last day Mankind is ripe, I see, 

As, for the last time, here, I ply myj^i&t h t -< f 

Because the barrel runs so thick forme^ -'* ^^ ^^^' 

The World must be. exhausted to the dregs ! 

Fair^i^iiis, ;oh,,d^not pass me by; * >' ■ - kv.^I 

Lose hot this opportunity ! 

Deign on my wares to cast an eye ; ^ . i , .^ ^-.x ^ ^* 

I boast a rich variety J . 

There's nothing in my pack you'll find, 

(A pack, that can be matched by none) 

That has not in the World rare mischief done. 

And proved a curse to human-kind ! 

No dagger here, that hath not drawn it's blood ; 

No cup, whence fiery poison* hath not flowed. 

To parch the springs of healthy life ; 

No gem but hath debanobed some maid, or wife ; ' ' 

No sword, that hath not out some solemn tie. 

Or in the back hath stabbed an enemy ! 
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M£PHI»rOPIl£L£S. 

Cousin, the times^you little understand-^ - > »>'^* 

Long has the world mth such tUngs done: > '•" '''^^ 
At novelties you now^ must try your hand ; 
'Tis after nov^ties alone we rrttk* ' 

I'm half distracted I declare*! • ■ ■' '* '» ' 

This, with a vengeance, w a'Fmr ! f- ^ * ' 

See, how the struggling msuiy upwai'ds rush ! 

You are most pushed, when most you 4bilikyou pusbi' 

FAUST, ^' »'Mti?- '■'.*' 

Who may this be? ^ i • i ; 

MEPHISTOPHELBS.: w 

Observe her narrowly; 

'Tis Lilith. D ... J ;■ . 

- ■ • FAUST. • ■ -V 

Who? 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. ^ 

Adam's first wife is she* 
Be not led captive by ^r beauteous hair,; .'; . i 

The ornament she is ^o proud to show t '>ii:^ . r :\: . '/^ 
For if, with this, a youth she once entnare, ri t . / - <• *>'' 
It will be long before rfie lets him go4 r . 'i h o ■ '^ ■ 
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Two there, an oU Wttck, and a j<MBg one, dt^r :.' . f / :l 
Fall lustily they both have footedk! ^ ». m -lUti . jAid 

MEPHI9rOPHBL£& 3..i) ., / 

Of rest, to night, no onemnsldare to^pfsakir: -.ui ii r*^ 
Hark ! a new dance is called-r-Join in ! be qnksk I ■.. . i 
(Faust damces with the Xouii« Witch— Mephis- 
TOPHBi^BS with the Ol0ONE. There foU$^ 
a short dialogue heimeem eaeh eo^U, ih4hd^h 
coneUtimg o/famr ^pM{rmM;4Dlmh ie.' oHuil^, 
on aocaumt of its i «d </tciflgy >.i.:.Jt hasim^t^^ 
recomtmemd it, in any respect.) .. . , j 

PROCKTOPHANTA»MI$T^, i; .; a.^ t.fO 

Accursed rabble ! most ye make so bold ? 

Ghosts stand not on their fecft, Uke men, blind ElTes ! 

This we have proved to yoa a thoosand &ld ; 

Tet mnst ye dance away, just like OIlrselv^ai.> , :, . ; 

YOUNG WITQH.:<j9aflCM^) >| ...... ... j 

Why most this worthy meddle ipth ear Ball ^ . ^ . u- 

PAuaT. iHanmngji 
With every thing h^ meddles^ gre^t^ and.svi^ . .,7 Ui 
There isnodwicing>ii»kis.^yes» t . . . ,. >,.i ?» ^ // 
Unless he every step shall critieiw^ . . ,}, . j , ^ ^ 

And to the dancer'siskiJl awa»d the prise 






FAUST. 08S 



What most annoys him is the forward step — 

If ye, indeed, would in a circle keep, >.>7" oy»T 

Like cattle in a mill, oontent tomove, >- :' ■.'■m\ 

As he does,> then your dancing he'd approve ; 

Still more so, if you could the man persuade, • *^ >^ *0 

That ta please Atm alone, the dance was made ! ' ^ 

--iir / PiflOCKTOPHANTASMIST. ' i 

Wkat ? at it still X Shall we endure thiir ! no^ 
^%e World we have enlightened, long ago ! 
^(goiidh, y« lawless Devil's erew! av^ntl 
l%l>^Ohosts, to spite* our wisdom, Tegel haunt 
To crush this eiTor, long I've ^triv^i indeed. 
But, (oh, 'tis monstrobs*!) nev^ could succeed. 

YaUNG WITCH* > :V 

Cease, friend, to bor«» us Mrith thy tiresome <prate ! ' 

PROCKTOPHANTASMIST. 

Accursed Goblins ! To your face I say't; 
This ghostly despotism 111 sufibr not : 
My Spirit craves free exercise of thought \ 

{The dance contiHt^s,) 
Here, I shall not succeed, to night, I -see — 
Well, then — a jaunt ne'er comes amiss is^ me ! 
Yet, ere I've done, with me it shall go hard; ^ - -' 
Or I will put down every Devil and Bard 4 •/ 
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M^PHiSTOPHBIi^Si 

Now will he sit him down, in some blaQkTpoQtj;[>t/. jx:.Kit r^d 
Thus is he used his fevered blood Ji> cool:r h:i>\ ai^.^m A 
And, while horse-leeches on bia.b^iuiicJii^s.fiQ^t^jtii Utom oT 
From Spirit^^ and from spirit., he's r^l^^e^d^ .y.' imob « tl 
(To Faust, who ha^ quUti^He,d«^t^e0^)]ui\T 
Why leave the pretty Maiden sp, , . ,.,ih.>f/ ,s,%v ^y. juihH 
Who, in the dance,' so sweetly s^g ? 

While she was singing, you nuuit;Jkjaaw,^r^'yor<u( ipdi ,^ejS 
Out of her mouthy red ^mousejsprfw^Xnc. if yrf, to-sii^iBW 

. M,EP«I^T0PH:^I^., ,., iMnni ::VJW^. ^ill- 

Only a red mouse ? Why so ^u^aw#^> pray ? 
In a fond mpment, who for thai would care? . v,.,.t iMuVy 
Enough for you to know:,, it was npt grey-o> vd/i ?ja i?^^^ .tl 

FAUST. 
Then saw I — , , ,» , . . faan ifc.lw -.no (Ji?\ 

Mephist9,fsee'<3t thou. there. 
There, at a distanq^i ai3weetgirl, dead pale/^i jI — ti *j9« I 
Quite by herself?t U^r feetsorjtrail^. . . .ni/: wd -s^jbalJ 
As she were gii;^di.In:ber,«it ^eems to meV • •■ /*>'^ ^wO 
A likeness to poor Margaret I see. 
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MfiPHIStOPHELES. 

Let that alooe-^'tia dangerous to behold! 

A magic idol 'tis> lifeless, and cold! * < - ■•i I 

To meet it bodes no moxial any good : 

It's dead, fixed glance so freezes up mien^s blood. 

That they are half-converted into stone ! 

Haply to you Medusa's tale is kno'wn ! 

' fACst. 
Yes, yes, a corpse's eyes indeed they are. 
Eyes, that no loving hand has ever closed ! 
Margaret, thy Heavenly bosom I see there, "^^ ^' 
The sweet form once to my enlbrace exposed ! 

'^ BTEPHISTOPHELES. -^^ 

Thou poor, blind gull f Thtre lies the sorcery — 
In her his Mistress every man must se^. 

FAUST. 

Ah me, what bliss, what torture is my share ! 
Yet from that glance myself I cannot tear ! 
'Tis strange ! a single streak of red I notej 
Thin as' a knife's back, round her throat ! 

. .MEPHISTOPHELE8. • - 

I s^e it— It i^ not^mipre straage than tme: • ^ ■' ^'■'■'•. '^ * 
Under her arm, her head she'll carry, tbo, i*v85-*i» Y.'J <jHiiQ 
One day: for Perseus chopped it liff^or het«> *»'*''' '-'^^ ^ ^ 
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But, why to court delation still prefer ? 

Let us ascend this hillock — Come ! This way — 

All, above there is, like the Pr\tbr, gay! 

And, there, if I my senses may briteve, ' 

A goodly Theatre I now perceive ! 

What have we here i 

8RRVIBILIB. ' '•' J I ". .1 'l\ 

jRst going to begiu'^^' '«' 

A new Barletta 'tis, thelast of seven, - '• • » ^i r;;«i 

The number by us usually given. ' ' n - -j > '^'u 

It was a Dilettante wrote the piece t' ^ *^^ '• -"^' 

And Bone bat Dilettantinct thereilk. "^ - ^ * • »a - ^^ 

That I now leave you, take it tiot amiM; ' - 

For, Sir's, my Dilettante duty 'tis, • *tt ,/ >ei imi-M^ 

To draw the Curtain up* -' *\^\/u,i\ in 

MEPHISTOPHEJLE8. ^± 

You're well met^ lieriai^^< . -. , .oii; 
Upon the Blocks-berg I 'Tis your proper spluere^'ii ^A-:.y?:\^ 

[N. B. Herefollows- what ikB^Auth^r calls an Intbr- 
MEZZO; which is omitted; as it almost entirsljfoonsipiii* 
of local and temporary allttsions ; many of which are 
not even understmd h^ the 'Gfsrmkmsof the^pf^^sedt dby>]^ 
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A GLOOMY DAXb fi<ti:i il ydw juS 
The Plain. '-' i.ll n.t»»wi eii'isJ 

FAUST.T— MEPHISTOPHELKS. i. . i' ttlJ bn^ 

■! S'A 

FAUST. . inji'ft 

a misery ! In despair ! Long doomed to wander about 

1 World, in sorrow — aad dow a prisoner I The dear, 

anliappy Creature coufiDed in a Dungeon, as a Criminal. 

and exposed to the most horrid tortures ! Is it.eome to 

this? to ^^15 ' And had' at thou concealed it all trom me? 

treacherous, worthless Spirit ! Stand, thou there. Furi- 

■.onsly roll thy Devilish eyes in thy head ! Only stand, and 

[ brave me with thy intolerable presence I A Prisoner ! in 

irreparable distress ! Delivered over to Evil Spirits, and 

the sentence of unfeeling Man 1 And thou, in the mean- 

me, must rook me to sleep, by tasteless dissipations, 

leping me ignorant of her still deepening wretchedness, 

lud leaving her tu perish without help ! In 

MEPHISTOPHELEe. ..' .rfjf ' 

BBhe is not the tinst, ' ,<\"ii ; i>y\SN 

PAUST- \>wi> Ui«A>>i 

Bog) Loathsoote brute ! Transform him, Uiou Infinite 

irit I Reconvert the reptile into his canine fonn, in 
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which he so often vraa pleased to trot before me, at wl^, 
and rolling liefore the feet of the hannless way-farer, lo 
fasten on his shoulders, wlien lie fell. Turn him again 
into his darlioi; Shape—let him creep upoo his belly, in 
the sand, before me; that I may trample upon him, the 
reprobate ! Not the _first i Woe ! Woe ! No haman 
soul may comprehend, how more ttian one crealnre should 
have sunk to this depth of wretchedness— how the first 
did not atone for the guilt of all the rest, by her writhing 
death-struggle, in the eyes of the Ever- Pardoning ! TTie 
misery of this single one rends my very heart-strings, 
wrings the marrow in my bones; whilst thou grinuest, 
unmoved, at the ruin of thousands ! 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. 
Now are we again at our wit's end, at the very potnt 
where, with you Men, reason will snap ! Why enter into 
fellowship at all with us, if thou can'st not go thro' with 
it? Would'sl thou fly, thou, who can'st not core thy head 
of giddiness '. Did we force ourselves on thee, 
thyself on us '. 

FAUST, 

Grind not thy ravenous teeth at me! I loathi 

Thon great, and glorious Spirit, who 

appear to me, thou, who readest my heart, and,s 
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llik|[;,n|9 irjith.an infamous companion, who feeds npoii 
Ifilillilipf^ apd bgnqnets on destruction ? 

tdv. i : . . MEPHISTOPHELE8. 

Hast' done ? 

FAUST. 

JiMe hfur — or woe unto thee! The most horrible of 
• MfOBIH^^ Vjpon thee, for. thousands of years ! 

,^., ,,. MEPHISTOPHELES. 

J^i§9iafB0t loose the bonds of the Avenger, nor undo his 
.lp|irtt8. .Sfvre her ! Why, who was it plunged her into rain, 
J^ «r tboa ? 

• (Faust looks wildly around.) • 

Would'st' grasp the thunder ? It is well, that it has not 

been entrusted to the hands of you wretched Mortals ! 

To crush to atoms one, who innocently falls in your way — 

jAath a method of getting out of a^ difficulty so tyrannical ! 

FAUST. 

-<J«nvey me to her — she must be set free ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

But the danger, to which thou art exposed ! Know, that 
the guilt of blood, shed by thy hand, still lies upon the 
Town. Over the spot, where he was killed, avenging 
Spirits still hover, on the watch for the return of tiie 
■ murderer ! 

R 
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FAUST. 

That, tooy from thee? Murder, and death of a World 
upon thee, Monster ! Lead me thither, I say, and deliver 
her! ' 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

I will conduct thee, and do all I can. Hear me ! Am 
I all-powerful in Heaven, and upon Earth ? I will wrap 
the Coaler's senses in a mist — Do thou get possession of 
the keys, and resQue her with a human hand — ^I will keep 
watch I « l!3ie Magic-horses are ready; and I will cairpy 
you away. So much is in my power. 

FAUST. 

Up, apd away ! 
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NIGHT. 
A Plain. 



Faust and Mephistophbles hurrying by, on black 

steeds. 



FAUST. 

What work they at, around the Gallows-tree ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

They're cooking something there, I know not wliat, 

FAUST. 

They flutter up and down— They nod and bow. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

A Guild of Witches. 

FAUST. 

They're strewing spells. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Forward ! Forward I 
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WAZ9T, \0efm^ m frmitd wntk^. writk a hmmth of keys 



AUmg, 

TW wcMs of aD Mia^iBd om ate condense ! 

f"""''' * ^ widum these diippmg walls lies she— 

A generous weakneaB. wa$ ber sc4e offence ! 

To go to lier wkj Ungerest tiioo .' 

Art thoo afraid to meet her now i 

Qoick, qoick, I say ! 

Her death will only be ensured by thy delay ! 

{He seizes the lock. Singing within.) 

" My Mother, the whore, 

" My breath did stop ! 

" My Father, the rogue^ 

' ■ ■ ■ ■ ' 
" He ate me up ! 

" My little Sister my bones interred, 

" In a cool spot, where snug they lay; 

** Till I was changed to a sweet little bird 

'• Fly away ! Fly away ! Fly away !" 

FAUST. {Openii^ the toct.) 

Sh<» little dreams her lover is so near* 

Tke clanking chains, and nistling straw to hear ! 
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MARGARET. {Hiding her face in the straw.) 
Oh, bitter death ! They come ! Woe ! Woe ! 

FAUST. {In a whisper*) 

Hush, hush ! I come, to set thee free ! 

•. .---■- ;.-T 
MARGARET. {Throwing herself at his feet*) 

If thou'rt a Man, a touch of pity show 1 

• • — ^ ■: ■ ^- f ,.■■■• ^,f>-3 A 

FAUST. 

Thou'lt wake the Warders, in thine agony! 

{He takes hold of the irons, to unlock them,) 



MARGARET. {On her knees.) * 

Tell me, stem Headsman, who this right 

••■•'■. V 

O'er me to thee could give. 

To take me, thus, at dead of night ? 

Pity ! oh, let me live ! 

Till morning, sure, is not so long ! 

{Standing up.) 
And yet I am so young ! so young ! 
Ah, must I die so soon ? 
Fair, too, I was — by that was I undone ! 
A Friend was near me — now he's far away ! 
Tom lies my garland— shed its flowers so gay ! 
Lay not such violent hands on me ! 
Spare me ! what have I done to thee ? 
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Oh, let me not in vain imfrfore 

Thee» whom in all my days, I never saw before ! 

PAU8T. 

Can I outlive this misery ? 

MARGARST. 

Now, friend, I am at thy disposal quite — 
fiat to the Child first let me give the breast ! 
I held it to my heart the whole, whole night — 
In spite, they've snatched it from me ! I protest^ 
They eveli declare I killed it ! ne*er again 
Shall I my lost, lost peace of mind regain I 
They sing songs on me, too, Fy on tibem ! Fy ! 
Why must they an old tale to me apply ? 

P A u ST. ( Throwing himself at her feet, ) 
Here lies one at thy feet, sweet love. 
Ready thy shackles to remove ! 

MARGARRT. {Throwing herself beside him.) 
Here to the Saints let's offer up our prayers ! 
See, beneath the stairs. 
Under the sill. 
How Hell boils still ! 
The Evil one is in a furious .fret — 
His is the stunning noise ! 
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FAUST. (^Aloud*) . .. r*- 

Margaret ! Mmirgaret ! ■■ . '-l 

MARGARET. (Attentively.) 
That was my true love's voice ! ' 

(She springs up and her irons fall off,) 
Where is he ? for I heard him call on me ! 
No — no one shall prevent me ! I am free ( .\ 

To his neck will I fly ! i 

On his bosom will lie I 

He " Margaret" cried, as he stdod at the door ! ^ * 

Thro' the howlings of HeU, ^d it's tiBJrrible roar. 
The fierce laughter of Demons, all grinning in scom» f 
To my ear the sweet Voice, of my Henry, was borne ! : v 

FAUST. 
'Tis I ! ?! 

MARGARET. ;» 

'Tis thou ? Oh, utter it once more ! 

(Endn'acinp^ hifn.) m 
'Tis he! 'tis he! all my distress is o'er \ > 

Where now my fetters? where the Dungeon's gloom? * 
'Tis thou ! to save me thou art come ! « ^ . . i ; 

And I am saved ! ; 

There is again the very street, 
Where first with thee I chanced to meet ! 
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The cheerful Garden, too» 1 see, 

Where I iiiiil'M«rtha waited, Love/ for thee ! 

PAU8T^: (IVytii^ io force' Ker uway.) 
Come along ! come along ! 

MARGABirr. (Caressinff kim.) -' ' 

Oh! «toy! ■ ■ ■■- ■'■' 

I am so happy where thou artt 

Away! J 

Unless thou instantly depart. 
Too late we shall repent of this ! • t 

MiAJftOAftlTP. 

How? Can'st thou,, then, no longeor kbsf 

In thy 8h<^^ al^s€iior» tell me, aow^ . / 

My love, hast thou forgotten how ? '• -^ 

Clagping thy nedk, why feel I fio opprest,.* ■ "^ 

When, heretofore, thy words, tl^ glances, spoke 

The joys of Heaven la ?my glowing breast? .< ^ 

Time was, when me with Jiisses* thou would'st choke ! 

Kiss me! .-. * r.. : ::•' <.»*:. f/, . f/ 

Or I'll kiss thee! i - . i .. ui Afui . t/ 

{Embracinff him.) >M <' ^ t «: // 

Alas! thy lip^. are 4>old and dumb! • »r ^ \t -f 
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What is become :-?tiv^ U»»> >*jfi '*r{T 

Of thy fond loY^i isriio stole thjiiaye frwN^iile ? ' -i ^,j! i/ 

(Sh^.iums atva^i/rotft him.) ^ « ? 

FAUST. ■ »n:-».j * ;;'.>'>J* '^hu*- > 

Come, follow me, Aweet love I Take^hearti 
Dearer to me a thousand times thou art — ! 

Nay, follow me — 'tis all I ask of theel ■ -. ■■ - i j . »« i 

MARGARET. {Thirning towards him.) 
Art thou, then, /he? Oh, art thou really het 

I am. Love — come! -^^ "en . ,u.. • T 

MA^ItOAitBT. 

By thee I was released - ^--' • J^ 
From chains ! Again Hkfrn tdc'st me to tiiy ^broa^ ! -^ ' ^ 
How comes it, thou art not afraid of me? • ^ > » - i^- 
Know'st thou, my lore, loAo 'tis tbou would'sttfdtlre^^^ ^ 

Come, come, or we^all los<^ the nig^htl-' '- ' * '.'-^^^ 

■ . ;j;. •-*••.■ '-r •■'^•v/ '.^MARGARET. ' -- ''■ ■• '•■•'''^ 

My Mother I have killed outright — ^ ''^^ 

My little infant drowned ! ♦' - ■ ' i' - 

Was't not Heaven's gift ta thee aiad me ? 
To thee, too? art' indeed^ whtii thou dost seem? ' *' 
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Give me thy hand ! No, no — this is no dream ! 
'Tis thy dear hand ! Alas, th«re*s mofisture on it I 
Wipe it away ! Is there not blood npon it ? 
Oh, Grod ! what hast thou done ? 
Pray, now, pray now, pat up thy sword ! 

PAUST. 

Oh, let the past alone ! 

Thou killest me with every word ! 

MARGARET. 

Nay» nay, thou must remain behind — 

The graves I will describe to thee — 

To-morrow morning early — ^mitid. 

They must all ready be. 

Thou'It give the best plaee to my Mother ; 

And, close to her, thou'lt lay my Brother ; 

Set me a little o' one side ; 

But, see the space be not too wide ! 

Then place the Babe on my right breast ; 

For no one else, alas, with me will rest ! 

Once, oh, what bliss to press me to thy side \ 

That now to me, for ever, is denied ! 

As if I forced myself on thee I feel — 

As if thou coldly did'st repulse me still ! . 

Yet it is thou ! Thou look*st so good, so kind ! 



... // 
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FAUST. 

If thou dost feel 'tis I, stay not behind ! . > '; 

MARGARET. // 



Must I out there ? 

FAUST. 

Yes, to the open air. 

MARGARET. 

If 'tis the grave that lies out there — 

If Death is waiting for me — come ! 

To my eternal peaceful home — 

Not one step farther — no ! 

Thou quittest me ? Oh Henry ! might I with thee go I 

FAUST. 

Thou'st but to will it — Open stands the door. 

MARGARET. 

I dare not go — all hope for me is o'er ! 

Why should I fly ? 

In wait for me they lie ! 

And then to beg is such a wretclied thing ! 

Of conscience still to feel the sting ! 

In a strange land, alone^ to roam about ! 

Where'er I go, they're sure to find me out 

PAU8T* 

rU ne'er desert thee. 
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MARGARET. 

Quick ! Quick ! 
Save thy poor child ! 
Follow the path. 
Up the brook — 
Over the stile — 

Into the wood — . : 

To the left, by the plank-- 
There, in the pond ! 
Haste, and lay hold of it ! 
It tries to rise- 
Still it is struggling— ' 
Save ! Save ! 

•■'"•'"FAUST. ^ '-^ '■■'•-' 

Bethink thyself-— One step, ahd thou art free ! 
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MARGARET; •• ■ ■"''^'■' ' '''•'^" '''' '''' ^ 



Would we had passed the Mountain! Seel ^ ^' • ^' * ^^"^ 
There sits my Mother on a stone-^' ^ '■ ^ ' .^ io;ii- rii 
Ah me, how cold my brain is gWwh t ^ • * ^^^'^ '• ^ 

There sits my Motiier on a stone, ' ^^^^^' ^'^"^^^ *^^ 

Rocking her head !^ ^ ^^ ' ^^^ ^-*^^ ^^"^ 

It nor beckons, nor nods, birf ik hfeavy aS lead^ ''^-^"^ V^'^^ 
She's now slept so long, thiit slreHI neve^^^Vak^ f ' '- ^^''^ 
Once slept she, that we, love, oiir pUasuteiiii^ iklP^' * 
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Oh, those were happy times ! 

FAUST. : .,..t;- -,^'MHp 

Since nought avails, that I can do, or aay,* ? . j /i«: vvj^i^i 
rU undertake to bear thee hence away. tj .v y-n. | 

MARGARET. . v< / uJT «fU 

Let me alone ! I will not suffer force ! .. r , ,f» .>,«,> 

Why must you grasp me like a Murderer, sa? i^ .;t <.;^i 
I once for you did all you wished, you know \ ; ,. , | 

. . FAUST. . ...-; .;i . ^.i'jT 

Day breaks ! My love ! My love ! -m-M 

MARGARET. J 

Day? Yes — 'tis my last day, that hastens on! . .-. rj ^r 
My wedding day it should have been ! .^ ry/ri 

Oh ! what I've done for thee tell none ! 
Woe to my garland, now ! 'Tis o'er ! aJl's o'etl ^. i j,v.? : •.;! 
Yet, we shall meet, once more I 

But never in the dance ! . * ■. :. i ^. .7 :-.\ . r> 

In silence, see the gathering crowd adyajQ0e> •. r^ -/jnT 
The streets — the square, too small :.? .? -^m ^'A 

To hold them all! -dT 

Now, tolls the bell, and breaks the wand ! , - J n /I >;>fl[ 
They seize me now, a threatening bandl 1 v..,^ i| 

Bind me with cords, and onward haul .. ,\.> no.^ -r ^o>! 

Towjards the chair ! The sharpened steel,,' 



■..i\ 
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That quivers for the necks of all, 



-^^\' 



A 



Quivering for mine, 1 feel ! j 

Now, as the grave, the world for me is still ! 

FAUST. 

Oh, that I ne'er were bom ! 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. {Appsixrinff at the door,) 
How ? not yet gone ? 
Up ? or ye are both undone ! 
Still lingering here, and prattling are ye found ? 
My horses snort ! already breaks the mom ! 

MARGARET. 

What is't that rises thro' the ground ? 
He ! he ! Oh, hence the monster chase ! 
What should he do here, in this holy place ? 
He will kill— 

FAUST. 

« 

No thou shalt live ! 

MARGARET. 

Judgment of God ! To thee myself I give ! 

MEPHXSTOPHELES. 

Come, come,, or thou, as well as jshe, art lost ! 

MAflGARET. 

Thine am I, Father 1 Oh look down on me! 
Ye Angels ! all ye Heavenly Host ! 
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Encamp around, my guard to be ! 
Henry, I shudder, when I think of thee ! 

,MEPHISTOPHELES. 

She's judged ! 

VOICE PROM ABOVE. 

Is saved I 

MEPHISTOPHELES. {To FaUST.) 

Come hither thou to me ! 
{Vanishes with Faust.) 
VOICE. {From within, dying away.) 
Henry! Henry! 



NOTES. 

Page 5. — " The mere appearance of a lad of spirit." 
This was printed off, before I had seen the suggestion offered 
in the note to Mr. Hayward's second edition, page216. That 
suggestion I am disposed to adopt, as best agreeing with the 
context, and would, therefore, write; 
The present lime, given (i. e. represented) 6y a lad of spirit.— Tv.. 



Page 13. — " Prologue in Heaven." 
The idea of this Prologue is taken from the Book of Job, 
Chaps. 1 and 2. — Ha' 



Page 18.—" Sbj Wag." 
Mr. Boileau maintains (and, as I conceive, rightly) that Der 
ScHALK is not the Scoffer, but rather the French Esjnagle ma- 
tin. " This," be observes, " is the very part, which Mephisto- 
" phetes has to perform, as Tempter, or the Companion, who 
" stirs." " The Author of Faust," he proceeds to say, " is not 
" guilty of going out of his way, to put into the mouth of the 
" Almighty a preference for the cold Scoffer ; as the Writer in 
" the Edinburgh Review insinuates. Goetue's meaning Is 
" perfectly consistent with his notion, that the Almighty per- 
" mits the activity of Man to be stirred; and, consequenlty, 
" the waggish devil, who performs this office, is the least offen- 
" aive to God ; since he is serving His, the Almighty's views." 
-Tr. 



L 



Page 22.—" Nostradamus." 
I iielebrated astrologer of the sixteenth century. 



For an '"account ttf him, 4ee the Bi^m^kte CnivirseU^ikit. 
N^aTAonAirtm. 



Same page. — *^ Macrocosm,** 
This term was applied to the Univekse, in the language of 
the Mystics ; as Microcosm was to Mak ; whom they called the 
epitome of all that is wonderfal in the Universe. The Earth*s 
Spirit, page 23, means the Spirit of Microcosm. — ^Tr. 

Page 23.— " Jlf<mtiiy'j red" 
: This probably alludes to the treatise of Jacob Boehm, called 
the '' Aurora, or Rising of the Sun.''. It may possibiybe an- 
extract from it. — ^Tr. 

Page 27.—*' Famulus." 
A poor Scholar, who is bocurded, and lodged, gratia^ by a 
Professor, in the German Universities, and -acts as his Amanu- 
ensis. — Tr. 

Page 30.—'' High state actum:* 

'A name given to certain ancient Gerauia jannulieijefl^jtrom- 

posed in '' King Gambyses' vein.'^ They were -ortgiMtUy^QaGled 

by living persons, but latterly became the exclusive property 

of the Puppet Show-man^ — Tr. 



Page 31. — Bein^ Easter-day, 
That is, a holiday in the schools. — Tr.. 






Page 34. — " That thou must earn." 
This is rather obscure. The meaning seems tp be^: cl^ou 
must render thyself worthy of it, by properly employing ii, as 
soon as it comes into thy possession, in order 4o make it really 
thine own. Otherwise y it is a mere useless burthen. Thie^fwo 
last lines would stand better thus : 

That's a dull loady which we do not employ : 

*Tis only what the moment brings us we enjoy /-*^^r;^ 



9*9; 

Page 36. — " Whose itarrow entrance ii beset u;ith Jire" - -[ 
The reading of the Stuttgart and Tubingen Ediljoii, flftSlS}^^. 
is HiJLLE; which I have followed, rather than that of HoLtB, 
which appears in other Editions. — Tr, 

Page 52.—" The Red Lion." 
IL appears from Mr. Hayward'a Note, that all the words here 
printed in Italics are appropriate terms of Alchemy, and that 
the whole passage is aa accurate description of the process of 
Projection. Tliered Uon is mentioned in *• Webster's Metat- 
tographia," London, 1671, as one of the ing^redietits of die 
Elixir VitSK, or, as it is there called, " Aurum Vit»," — ^Ta. 

Page 56. — *' Invoke not. Sir, the well-known swarms." 

That there once existed a belief, that the air was peopled by 

inviuble Demons, fully appears from Mr. Hayward's note ; ' to 

which the reader is referred, as containing much curious matter, 

on the subject. — Tr. 

Page 63. — " Key of Solomon." 
" Claricula Solomonie" is the title, as I am informed, of more 
Aan one treatise on Magic. — ^Ta. 

Page 64,—" Kobold." 
The German Kobold corresponds with the Qnome of the 
Count de Gabalis. Lower down in the same pa^, this Goblin 
ifced bv the title of Incnhus. — Tr. ' ' 



I 

^^B Vl]j»!i I Page 70. — " Pentagram." 

^V i^of&ie form of this figure, &c. see Haywtird — Tr. 



Page 67.—" Fly God.' 
Beebebub. The God of flies. See Hayward. — Tb. 



Page 75.—" Of flies and faofff, %c" 
Vide Haywards note on Flt-God. — Tr. 



.Page 106.—** Ekcta P^p^r/i 
■ ^i.V^ Vfdoe^m Genuaay, for the President <^ a ilxinkangitout. 
The excellence required is a strong head. — ^Tr. < . 

(> 
Page HI.—" Master Hans." 
This is probably a hoax, practised by the students of Leipzig 
i|poQ .a new comer. — Tr. . : w . * 

• .1 • ■ - -, -■ 

Page 125.—" A thousand bridges:' 

AlludiiLg to the many bridges attributed to the Devil's archir 

tecture, in mountainous countries. — ^Tr. 

Page 133.—" False calves:* 
The Grerman phrase for the Devil's extremities is not chven- 
foot, but " Aor^c-foot.*' Here the whole leg is implied, per iSy^ 
necdochen. — ^Tr, 

Page 134. — " Pureness of my ,bfooci:* i 
The omission of a line following this should have been 
marked by asterisks. 1 had translated it, but thought it better 
to. leay^ it 9ut. The German is: 

" Sieh her, das ist das Wap^n, das ich fuhre /"— Ta. > 

^ ■ .' ■ ■ 
Page 160. — " 'Prentice boy,'' properly journeyman. In 
Germany, the handicraftsman, after he has served :bis Appren- 
ticeship, must travel for at least one year, before he seta iip> aa 
a work-man. — ^Tr. 

Page 188.— "TAc /wiwjtwiir, ^0." 
Had Goethe, writt;en /iZic5 instead of f* ro^es/'., there «iQO«ld^ 
have been no doubt of his meaning here : but the passage. will* 
certainly admit of the construction put upon it, by Mr. Hay- 
ward's German friend, viz. that it alludes simply^ to the lips. 
The more so^ as it immediately follows Faust's mention c>f tbem. 
— Tr". ■"'■'/. .... ..... 

.. -..■ ■ ■ ! -' • ■ 



Page lft4.^^-^* Who dare's naim Him V 
Tfais^^k not rendered with sufficient exactnetsr ft trii^uld 

stand thus: . , . m-j 

Who dare's name Him ? 

And who avow, 

'' I do believe in Him r ' ' "' 

The reader will have already caught more than one glit^^i^e 
of the Pantheistic Doctrine, in the course of the Poem ; but 
we have here a sort of Confession of that Faith. It is certainly 
very obscurely worded, either by design, or from'nebeSsily.-^Ta. 

Page 195. — '* Name is but sound, ^c." 
In all the earlier editions, the line stood : 

Nature is sound and smoke. 
Which was, perhaps, more in accordance, at least ttibre 
expressly so, with the general feeling of Pantheism, which 
prevades this SpeecJi. The word *' Nature" was here equivalent 
to : ** The living garb of the Godhead sublime." — Tr. 

Page 203.—" Her garland, ^c/^ ' ' *' 

The garland is a wreath of flowers, real or artificial, generally 
fastened in the hair by a silver skewer. It is the distinguishing 
mark of a virgin, and is indeed called a Jungferschaft. It 
is the custom in Germany', to throw cut straw before the door 
of a girl supposed to have gone astray, the night before her 
wedding. — ^Tr. 

Page 208.—** The little flame, ^c." 
This alludes to a superstitious belief, that the presence of a 
treasure is indicated by a blue light or flame, though only I 
believe to the initiated. — Hayward. 



■ ■/ 
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Page 213.-^" She's thought too foul.'^ 
** Foul" is hare used for a^ly, m opposition to fair. It is 
still so understood, in the Northern Counties ; and we find it 
employed in the same sense, more than once, by Pope. 



NOTES. 

Page 215. — ** Slep^&ver into XOMG^long pain.*' 
Thtt^ implies that the deeping potioi|..Gi^ied .'ber^o^Jq^ a 
state of sin, before she was prepared for deatfa, by receivi9gv|he< 
last consolations of Religion. 

Page 216.— " Ominous present momskt/* 

To take the word Gegenwart in it*s sense of the present time, 

(ride note to p. 5,) here, appears to me to afibrd rather the 

ll^BSt obscure of the two constructions, of wlttdbi this passage 

is susceptible. — ^Tr. .' •** 

Page 225.—'' Urian's seat:* 
This is a common name for the Devil in Germany. • Volaud, 
post, » I believe, one of the names of Bedtsebub.-^HAYWt^ni. 
The two lines, that follow, in the Original, are omiittad^: bn 

account of their grossness. — ^Tr. 

» ...■■■ 

Page !I26. — '* Yet clean as W€*ve made us^stUl barren x^e oris:* 
An allusion to such mineral Baths, as are supposed to 
promote pregnancy. Those of Lucca have that reputation ; 
and it was Macchiavel's advice to husbands, to siend their wives 
there, and stay at home themselves. — ^Tr. 

Page 232.—" For the last Dap'Mankind is ripe.** 
This may be an allusion to the general propensity of Mankind 
tb jutfge of others by themselves alone* — ^Tr. - ' : r; 

Page 233.—*' Lilith.** 
The following is quoted from Burton by Mr. Hayward. — 
*' The Talmurdists say that Adam had a wife called Lilis, 
"before he married Eve, and of her he begat .nothing- but 
" devils." See the Note.— Tr. 

Page 234. — "• Procktophantasmist.** 
A nickname for Nicolai, a Critic, who particularly objected 
to the employment of supernatural Agency, in works of 
imagination. — See Hayward. 



nott:s. 2^ 



' A small town in Saxony ; where there wasa.houfle »uppo$ed 
tb be haunted, at the time this was written. : ^^ 



•f*^ >» 



Page 238.—*' Servibilis: 
A name given to the Scene-shifter of a German Thefiltre. — ^Tr. 



.■. ■;' • 



Same page: — ^^ Proper sphere.*' 

To wish a man upon the Blocksberg, is to wish him at the 

Devil. — Hayward. , 

Page 243.— <* Gallows- tree.*' 
In the Original, Havenstone, for the place of execution ; 
which is always without the Town* Why it is so called, is 
i^tifficiently obvious. — ^Tr. 

Page 244.—*' My Mother , the whore.** 
For the Grerman origin of this song, see Hatward. It may 
be derived from the story of Itys, — ^Tr. 

Page 253. — ** Breaks the wand,** 
The signal for execution. — Tr. 

Page 254.—'* The Chair,** 
When a woman is beheaded, (the common mode of execution 
in Germany.) she is fastened to a chair. A man kneeta upon 
a stone block. — ^Tr. 
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ERRATA. 

Page 3, line 7, insert (,) after house. 
„ 4, „ 15, insert (?) after Poet. 
„ 4, last line but one, insert (;) after command. 
„ 22, line 3, insert (;) after supply. 
56, for grand8ire*8, read grandsires. 
67, line 2, for man, read men. 
„ 8, dele (,) after spiteful. 
„ 21, for minor, read mirror. 
„• , 0, for bffi read de. 
„ 18, insert (?) aftei pay. 
„ 3, insert (;) at the end of the line. 
„ 19, dele (,) after thread. 
„ 87, last line, for seek, read suck. 
,, 90, „ 15, dele second as. 
„ 103, laat line, for on, read of. 
121, last line, insert (!) at the end. 
200, line 2, for tJiat, read ?ier. 





69, 




73, 




79, 




81, 




84, 




86, 



>» 
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„ 200, „ 3, for which, read she believes. 

„ 204, „ 1, for Town Hall, read Town Wall. 



» 



» 



207, „ 1, for bear, read stand. 
209, „ 2, insert (!) at the end. 



„ 253, „ 8, for my last, read my last. 



